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Introduction 

DouoLAS Atwell waa one of the young 
AmericaDB who answered tbe call of bis coun- 
try in the Spanieh War. He went to the 
Philippines, where in several hard campaigns 
he proved bis worth, and finally won a chance 
to compete for a West Point cadetship. All 
this was told in " Winning His Way to West 
Point." The following books of tbe series, 
"A Plebe at West Point," "A West Point 
Yearling," and " A West Point Cadet," gave 
tbe history of his struggles and bis successes 
at tbe famous military academy. " Klondyke 
Jones " was in the same company with Doug- 
las in tbe Philippines. So was Jackson, who 
also went to West Point, but did not last long 
there. Beverly Van Duyne was another 
cadet who was not cut out for " an officer and 
a gentleman." Swayne and O'Connor were 
West Point friends, and Alice Dryden a vis- 
itor there when Douglas met her. Benedict 
was a Yale man whom Douglas had met 
when playing football for West Point 

8 
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A West Point Lieutenant 

CHAPTER I 

AN UNEXPECTED DETAIL 

" A MESSAGE for Mr. Atwell." 

A daintily dressed maid stood on the thresh- 
old of the dining-room at Fort McDowell, 
California, and waited instructions from Mrs. 
Swayne, who was entertaining a group of 
young army friends at her first dinner party. 

Lieutenant Swayne had returned but a few 
weeks before from a abort wedding trip, and 
on this sweet April evening had assembled his 
nearest friends to celebrate the opening of hia 
cozy home at the famous old post in the harbor 
of San Francisco. The guests of the evening 
were selected from a list of comrades true and 
tried who had been Lieutenant Swayne's as- 
sociates during the four eventful years of his 
life at West Point, and from the friends of his 
young bride with whom he had danced "Auf 
Weidersehen " at the graduation bop. Douglas 
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lo A WEST POINT 

Atwell, Bobby MacGregor, and Karl Krumms, 
resplendent in their special evening dress uni- 
forms, had never enjoyed a more happy even- 
ing than this in the company, of their charm- 
ing hostess and her guests, Mies Alice Dryden, 
Eleanor Dodds and Gertrude Atwell. 

The balm of spring time was in the air, 
permitting the windows to be slightly open 
and the entrancing odor of California flowera 
mingled with the aroma of the coffee. 

The happy laughter which was resounding 
through the room was interrupted by the en- 
trance of the maid with her low-toned an- 
nouncement of a " message for Mr. Atwell." 

Mrs. Swayne, a stranger to the customs of 
the service, glanced appealingly at her hus- 
band. 

" Bring it in, Betty," said Swayne promptly. 
" A message at this hour must mean some- 
thing important. We will make Douglas tell, 
us about it. No star chamber proceedings to- 
night." 

Betty brought the message book, and Douglas 
signed his initials opposite the official entry — 
"Letter No. — Lieutenant Atwell," and laid 
the sealed envelope beside his plate. All eyes 
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LIEUTENANT 1 1 

instinctively followed bis movementa and con- 
versation paased, for curiosity was aroused and 
could not be appeased till the contents of that 
letter were known. 

" You have our permission to read your let- 
ter, Mr. Atwell," said Mrs. Swayne, sweetly. 

" And our permission," added Bobby Mac- 
Qregor, " to tell the secrets it contains." 

"I don't like to open it," said Douglas. " I 
have a feeling that something disagreeable is 
contained in the letter." 

" But perhaps it requires immediate ac- 
tion," suggested Bobby MacGregorappealingly. 
" Perhaps you go to Washington as the Presi- 
dent's aide — or dollars to doughnuts you go to 
West Point as a Tac. — to coach the football 
team." 

Exclamations of delight echoed from all 
sides, but Douglas stilt hesitated. 

" Open it, please, Mr. Atwell," said Alice 
Dryden, " and satisfy our curiosity." 

" Alt right," said Douglas smiling. " I am 
afraid of it, but you ask it and here goes." 

He tore open the envelope, glanced down 
the page and with a look of relief handed the 
typewritten sheet to Alice Dryden. 
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12 A WEST POINT 

The gueata bad risen and were gathering 
around him with cries of " Read it, read it, 
read it, let us know the secret." 

Alice walked into the parlor, " came to at- 
tention," and in fine imitation of the adjutant 
at parade, read : 

Headquarters Department of California, 
San Francisco, Cat, April — , 190~, 
Lieutenant Douglas Atwell, 
— Infantry, 
Through Official Channels. 
The commanding general directs that 
you report to-morrow, the — th instant, for 
temporary duty to the chief quartermaster at 
San Francisco, Cal. 

Very respectfully, 

Adjutant General. 

"I don't like it myself, Mr. Atwell," said 
Alice thoughtfully, as she handed back the 
letter, while Bobby groaned his disappoint- 
ment. 

Alice sat down at the piano and ran her, 
beautiful, well-trained fingers across the keys, 
filling the room with a flood of gentle melody. 

" What shall I sing?" she asked, glancing 
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up at Douglas, who stood with elbow resting 
oa the top of the piano as he searched through 
the sheets of music for something to his liking. 
His tastes were simple indeed. He liked songs 
for their associations rather than for their 
artistic merit, and in a moment he bad found 
one which pleasantly recalled the past. Selec- 
tions from the great operas had been passed. 
His choice was the simple Scottish melody, 
" The Land of the Leal." 

" Do you remember it ? " he asked. 

" Yes," answered Alice with sparkling eyes. 
" I sang it to you at Captain Milton's home 
when you were the football hero of the year- 
ling class at West Point. I thought you had 
forgotten." 

The crash of chords which followed drowned 
Douglas' awkward attempt at a reply. 

It did not seem possible that " The Land of 
the Leal " was eventually to be evolved from 
that harmonious uproar, but presently the 
plaintive and melancholy sweetness which 
suggest the loneliness and poetry of peasant 
life in the Scottish highlands seemed to thrill 
through the music, and Alice Dryden tossed 
back her handsome head and began to sing. 
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14 A WEST POINT 

Her voice had rounded with the lapse of 
years, had mellowed and sweetened under the 
training of the best tutors her wealthy parents 
could secure, and now, throwing all the fine 
enthuaiasin of young womanhood into her ef- 
forts, she found herself capable of reaching the 
hearts of her hearers by the rendition of the 
simplest melodies. Her preference was for 
the classics, yet her fondness for the best music 
did not destroy her sense of fun. So classics 
were followed with " rags," and those with 
light operatics, and for nearly an hour a de- 
lighted group listened. 

Then followed the simple games which con- 
tribute 60 much to the pleasures of small gar- 
rison functions — " Up Jenkins," and parlor 
football, " The Prince of Wales has lost his 
hat," et cetera, were all played with a zest and 
enthusiasm which evoked peals of laughter 
from the happy group till nearly midnight. 
Then the party broke up and Lieutenant and 
Mrs. Swayne were left with their guests, Alice 
and Eleanor, to talk over their impressions of 
the evening, and to rearrange a sadly disturbed 
dwelling. 

Many evento had passed into history since 
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LIEUTENANT 15 

these friends had been together at the Military 
Academy. Lieutenant Swayne bad diatin- 
guiabed himeelf in action against the Moros in 
the Philippines, and had returned with his 
regiment to the United States, where Douglas 
and Karl Krumms bad joined the commis- 
sioned ranks. 

In spite of an ardent admiration for Alice 
Dryden, the handsome Swayne had met the 
girl of bis choice among the fair daughters of 
San Francisco, and was now embarking on the 
long career of army life with his young bride. 

It was by accident only that the Drydena 
had found themselves in San Francisco 
on this happy occasion. " Important business 
matters made it necessary for papa to come 
to San Francisco," explained Alice, " and I 
jumped at the opportunity of accompanying 
him when I found that so many of the friends 
whom I met at West Point were here." 

Since her mother's death, nearly three years 
before the occurrence of the events herein 
recorded, Alice had become her father's al- 
most constant companion, and went with him 
wherever his great business interests demanded 
his presence. They were now located at the 
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moat luxurious hotel of San Francisco, yet thia 
simple affair at thearmyhomeof an old friend 
had given her more pleasure than any social 
event in which she had participated for several 
years. 

To the officers concerned, the evening was 
an equally pleasant event. 

The strenuous winter season of indoor train- 
ing was over. The garrison schools, which 
make of the modern army post a small school 
of instruction almost as exacting as West Point, 
had closed, and the young officers hailed with 
delight the arrival of springtime with its out- 
door exercises, and leisure evenings which 
offer the present day opportunity for social 
affairs before the departure of troops for sum- 
mer maneuvers. 

For Lieutenant Douglas Atwell the duty of 
an army garrison had possessed a charm and 
an absorbing interest which had filled his 
every moment with satisfaction. In his very 
first year's experience as an officer, he had 
come to realize the magnitude and complexity 
of his profession, and to understand the im- 
mensity of the task involved in making him- 
self fit to lead the troops entrusted to his com- 
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mand. His energy and enthusiasm early 
attracted the attention of his superiors and 
won for him an appointment as quartermaster 
of hia battalion, a trifling honor indeed, but 
one indicative of the esteem in which his serv- 
ices were already held by his commanding 
officer. 

This work brought him occasionally into 
contact with the chief quartermaster of the 
department, an officer quick to appreciate a 
worthy subordinate and equally quick to util* 
ize his energies. Thus it happened that when 
the chief quartermaster needed a young of- 
ficer for a period of temporary duty in his 
office he had no hesitation in asking for the 
services of Lieutenant Atwell. 

It was therefore with a feeling of some sat- 
isfaction that Douglas entered his quarters 
after the affair at Lieutenant Swayne's home 
and reread the letter which upset the final 
course at dinner and set all the ladies agog 
with excitement. 

"Are you pleased, Douglas ? " asked Ger- 
trude. 

" I certainly am," said he, quietly. " It 
offers me my first opportunity." 
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1 8 A WEST POINT 

" Why were you afraid of openiog the envel- 
ope ? " she asked as she watched him keeuly. 

" I don't know," he said. " One never 
breaks the seal of an official envelope without 
some feeling of anxiety, and this was no ex- 
ception to the rule. I had a feeling that 
something was wrong, just as I used to know 
in the Philippines that trouble was brewing 
in the darkness even though the night was as 
still as death. Everything has been so calm 
and peaceful since I came into the service that 
I did not like to break the charm, and I felt 
as if I were being pushed into a fight." 

Douglas and his sister stood in the hall of 
their quarters, the dim light from a shaded 
chandelier falling softly upon his gold shoul- 
der knots and setting off his fine athletic 
figure to great advantage. 

Gertrude laid her hands upon his shoulders 
and looked up into his face. 

" Did you ever lose a fight, Douglas ? " she 
asked. 

" No," he said thoughtfully. " I don't 
think I ever did, Trudes." 

" Well, do you remember when you and I 
used to drive the cattle out to pasture in the 
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spring after milking hour when we were chil- 
dren in the Shawangunk Mountains? " 

" I shall never forget it," he said softly. 

" You haven't forgotten that if you see the 
new moon for the first time over the right 
shoulder good luck is sure to come ? " she said, 
smiling at the folly of the old superstition. 

" No." 

" Well then, if there is going to be any 
fighting you will win. I saw the new moon 
to-night over my right shoulder as we came 
out of Mr. Swayne's house, and I made sure 
that Alice Dryden saw it in the same way." 

Douglas laughed, and together they tiptoed 
up>8tairs to the second floor and exchanged 
good-nights upon the landing, and Douglas 
entered his room. 

In the adjoining room Qertrude and his 
mother slept, the latter now far advanced in 
years, living only in the happiness of seeing 
her boy happy and successful in the strange 
walk of life into which a stranger fate had 
brought him. 

After his graduation from West Point 
Douglas Atwell had devoted all his earnings 
to making a home for his mother and sister. 
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and now, after three years' commissioned eerr- 
ice he found himself comfortably located, his 
sister's collegiate education finished, and the 
future bright with prospects of continued suc- 
cess. 

He lighted the gas and gazed about his tidy 
room, the walls of which were hung with 
many sketches, most of which were the prod- 
ucts of his own pen and brush, for a remark- 
able ability to sketch was his one great accom- 
plishment. Every great event in a life full of 
dramatic interest was here recorded with an 
artistic vigor which suggested the ardent 
spirit of the talented young artist. Above his 
chiffonier hung an excellent sketch recording 
the death of Bill Smathers, the Queer Fellow, 
who died on the hanks of the Quingua, in the 
Philippines, died as only a brave soldier 
knows how to die in order that a comrade 
might live. That comrade was Douglas At- 
well, once a private soldier of Company M, 
— th Infantry, who had won his way to West 
Point by conspicuous gallantry in the cam- 
paign against Aguinaldo. 

" Had it not been for you, Bill," mused 
Douglas, " my bones would have been whiten- 
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ing in the tomb Bince that day in 1899. Yoa 
saved me for these thiaga," and his eyes sought 
the sketches which recorded the fights, the 
football struggles, the feats of horsemanship, 
and the few social events of his life at Weat 
Point OD which memory loved to linger. 

A profusion of photographs adorned the 
mantel and hung from small gilt frames upon 
the wall. There were Swayne and Rory 
O'Connor, Bobby MacGregor, Zeke Shanks, 
Abraham, and a host of others; Bill Hardin 
and Sam Smoke were there too, and even 
Leland Garlysle Jackson was not forgotten — 
sketched in a group and marked " I. C" 

Douglas looked at them with a grim smile. 
How they had filled his life with anxiety and 
misery during the four eventful years of his 
cadetship I 

And there was Beverly Van Duyne, cousin 
of Alice Dryden, whose exit from the Academy 
Douglas had materially assisted. Like the 
trophies gathered at West Point about which 
the blood of patriots dripped, like the name* 
less tablet in the chapel which records the 
treason of one who wore the uniform, every 

' L C. — luspeotor't term tor " inspected and ooudemDed." 
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sketch in this interesting room suggested the 
story of a trial or a triumph, while among the 
photographs lurlced the veiled suggestion of a 
treachery conquered or a personal conflict suc- 
cessfully conducted. 

These were for the benefit of friends, but 
filed away in a drawer of hia desk he bad a 
few records exempt from the scrutiny of 
every eye but his own. 

Douglas rose, opened his desk and drew out 
his West Point portfolio. Little sketches of 
his child life in the Shawangunk Mountains 
were ignored, the interesting scenes of Plebe 
Barracks bad no attraction. The leaves 
turned rapidly until the best sketch of his 
life stood revealed — that of Alice Dryden 
'singing " The Land of the Leal " at the after- 
noon tea given for the football players at 
Captain Milton's home when Cadet Doug- 
las Atwelt was the yearling star of the 
team. 

It was midnight before Douglas closed bis 
sketch-book and went to bed, and one o'clock 
before he found it possible to sleep, but the 
next morning at 6 : 30 o'clock he was up ac- 
cording to his custom and anxious to under* 
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take the new duties imposed upon him by 

the order received the night before. 

An early breakfast, a visit to the adjutant's 
office to report his departure in obedience to 
his orders, and Douglas set out In his staff 
" cits " ^ for the chief quartermaster's office in 
the city. 

Only the chief clerk and two assistants bad 
arrived when Douglas reached the Phelan 
Building and entered the office which not 
only transacted the business of the depart- 
ment of California but also managed the 
transport service of the Pacific. 

The rooms were open, and Douglas beheld 
the numerous desks of the office force and 
gasped as bethought of the complexity of the 
system of which he was to form a part, if only 
for a few days. 

" I suppose I am to do some such impor- 
tant work as counting pairs of damaged 
breeches or superintending the invoicing of 
shovels and picks to troops in the depart- 
ment," mused be as the chief clerk entered 
with a bundle of papers, and paused in sur- 
prise as he saw the young officer. 

> " CUb "— oiUaan'i olotbst. 
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"A telephone message has just been re- 
ceived to the eflFect that, due to sudden illness, 
the chief quartermaster will not be at the 

^ oflBce to-day. Major , the assistant, is 

absent on duty in Washington, bo you are the 
only officer in the office to-day, sir." 

Douglas tried to look undisturbed as be 
realized that he had suddenly become the 
chief of this tremendous concern, but his 
voice sounded far away as he replied, " Very 
well ; what is there to be attended to?" 

He hung his hat on the chief quartermas* 
ter's rack and took his seat at the big desk 
over which business was each year transacted 
involving the expenditure of millions of 
dollars. 

" The chief quartermaster says that all im- 
portant matters will be delayed pending his 
return to duty," said the chief clerk. " Rou- 
tine matters will go ahead as usual, and bids 
for some construction work must be opened 
to-day at nine o'clock according to regula- 
tions." 

Douglas nodded. He bad had some ex- ' 
perience in handling small contracts on the 
post and knew the procedure in general. 
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The chief clerk spread out the envelopeB, 

red inked, sealed with wax, aad bulging with 
their official contents made out in triplicate. 
Five bids had been received, and as the office 
clock recorded the hour of 9 a. u. it was nec- 
essary to open them at once. 

Douglas ripped open the big envelopes and 
laid their contents side by aide. Hia eyes ran 
eagerly over the lines of the first document 
and halted upon the figures indicating the 
amount of money involved — $250,000. 

One quarter of a million I 

He, a second lieutenant at a salary of 
$128.50 per month, was possibly to have a 
voice in the awarding of these contracts. 
Upon the integrity of such men as he the gov- 
ernment must depend for the honest and 
faithful disbursing of its military appropria- 
tions and the only guarantee of honesty the 
government required was the word of the re- 
sponsible officer together with his voucher to 
the effect that the money was properly ex- 
pended. 

Douglas leaned back in his chair and gazed 
upon the banked-up papers with glistening 
eyes. 
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What a magDificent truat I What an honor 
to be able to handle such a vast amount aa 
this and to place it, dollar for dollar, exacting 
full value for every cent — -not for personal 
gain, but for the benefit of the government 
which reposed in him its implicit confidence 
and asked in return such honesty of purpose, 
such nobility of intention as be had learned 
in the time-honored code of old West Point. 

With these thoughts flashing through bis 
mind, Douglas glanced through the other pa- 
pers and noted the bids. Four were almost 
identical, ranging not more than $1,000 from 
the amount appropriated, but the fifth firm 
offered to do the work for nearly $50,000 less 
than any other. 

Douglas turned over the paper and glanced 
at the name of the bidder — Jacobs, Sharp & 
Co., of San Francisco. 

The door of the office gently opened and a 
well-dressed man walked to the desk with 
outstretched hand. 

" How do you do, Mr. Atwell ? " he said 
suavely. " I hope you are ■ enjoying this 
magnificent morning. It is certainly fine, 
isn't it?" 
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He had laid before Douglas a card beariog 
the inaoription — " Stanhope Everett West- 
moreland, Counsellor at Law," and now stood 
with hat in hand, his eyes searching the face 
of the young officer and noting with the keen- 
ness of attention peculiar to his kind all the 
papers that lay exposed to view ou the top of 
the desk. 

" I am happy to meet you, Mr. Westmore- 
land/' said Douglas ; " please be seated." 
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CHAPTER 11 

LIGHT ON THE BID OF JACOBS, SHARP A CO. 

Douglas pushed aside the papers which lay 
upon hia desk and courteously waited for his 
visitor to announce the object of his call. 

" Pardon my interest in the matter," said 
the latter seating himself close to the arm of 
the young officer's chair and sweeping the 
desk with his searching eyes, "but I note from 
your ring, and I know in fact personally, that 
you are a graduate of West Point." 

" Yes," said Douglas, " Class of 19 — ." 

"A great institution," said the visitor, nod- 
ding his head, " a great institution, turning 
out men with unlimited possibilities. AU a 
young graduate needs is a little financial back- 
ing, a few good friends, and the ambition to 
succeed, and with his training nothing should 
stop him on his march to distinction. Com- 
mand of the army, political distinction, even 
the presidency are available if he only knows 
how to play the game." 

Mr. Westmoreland's face lit up with en< 
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thueiasm and his sparkling eyes measured 
Douglas from bead to foot with an expression 
of admiring envy! 

" You men of West Point," he went on, 
" do not realize your power — and your possi- 
bilities. But pardon me, Mr. Atwell, pardon 
me. I did not come to talk about West Point, 
but to talk about business." 

Mr. Westmoreland leaned back in his chair 
and laughed heartily. " My enthusiasm about 
West Point and West Pointers makes me for- 
get my profession sometimes. By the way, 
you played football at West Point, did you 
not, Mr. Atwell?" continued Mr. Westmore- 
land with some caution. 

" Yes," said Douglas smiling. " I was on 
the team during the whole time I was at the 
Academy." 

" I saw you make that great run at Phila- 
delphia which won the game in 19 — ," replied 
Mr. Westmoreland, " the greatest run I ever 
saw in my life ; and I saw you again the day 
your collar-bone was broken at Franklin 
Field, and your team lost. It nearly broke 
my heart." 

Mr. Westmoreland's tone was kind in the ex- 
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treme, almost tender, and all Douglas Atwell'B 
reserve aud caution disappeared as he talked 
of the football games into which he had 
thrown all the energy and zeal of his strenu- 
ous cadet life. 

Mr. Westmoreland had found the point of 
interest, and Douglas soon forgot the weighty 
matters which lay upon his desk as he talked 
on upon the theme, which, next to the battle- 
field, held his attention most keenly. 

A half hour had passed when Mr. West- 
moreland, with charming dexterity, turned 
the subject toward Douglas' later life, his 
present unusual status, and the duties of the 
ofBce to which by the merest chance he bad 
been assigned. 

" You will have the handling of the big 
contract about which I read in the morning 
paper ? " 

" I opened the bids a few moments ago," re- 
plied Douglas carelessly, " but I presume the 
whole matter will be handled by the chief 
quartermaster." 

" But no doubt you will be associated with 
your superior officer in the execution of this 
great enterprise ? " 
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" Possibly," replied Douglas. 

Mr. Westmoreland nodded muaiogly. " I 
hope so, I hope so. I feel sure that you will 
be interested in my connection with the sub- 
ject in question. I represent the firm of 
Jacobs, Sharp & Co., whose bid for this under- 
taking no doubt you have already noticed." 

Douglas straightened up in his chair, uncer- 
tain what to do. His lack of experience made 
it impossible for him to know whether he 
might engage this member of an interested 
firm in conversation about a bid which had 
not yet been accepted. He had indeed noticed 
the extraordinary bid of the firm of Jacobs, 
Sharp & Co., but was he at liberty to hear ar- 
guments by a representative in favor of his 
firm? 

But Mr. Westmoreland was talking on. 
" No doubt the figures submitted by us are far 
below those submitted by any other bidder. 
We know the coats of materials, the cost of 
labor, and can figure the reasonable profit 
which any ordinary firm must demand for its 
efforts, but we are entering this field from a 
wholly different point of view. We want to 
do something for patriotism. We realize that 
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this great city will profit tremendously by the 
improvements resulting from our project, that 
the government will profit by it equally, 
while we are willing to await the lapse of years 
to yield us a small return on the money in- 
vested. Yes, we are willing to admit that our 
purpose is not wholly philanthropic, but we 
measure our returns by the benefit we bestow 
on a great community. In short, we have 
looked at this matter from a patriot's point of 
view, and the good fortune which has always 
followed you now throws you into a position 
to advance the interests of this enterprise — to 
make yourself the greatest benefactor of the 
western coast, and to identify yourself insepa- 
rably with a public utility which will help 
your military reputation more than thirty 
years' honorable and distinguished service. 
Yes, Mr. Atwell, here is the chance of a life- 
time. I hope you will profit by it." 

"The bids will be turned over to the chief 
quartermaster," said Douglas, " and of course 
it is needless to assure you that they will be 
treated impartially." 

" That is all we desire, Mr. Atwell. That is 
eminently fair, but we submit a bid so much 
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better than that which any other firm can 
ofi'er that we could hardly be treated impar- 
tially if that bid were rejected. You see it is 
this way, Mr. Atwell," and Mr. Westmorelaud 
drew bis chair up closer and glanced furtively 
toward the door. 

" Our firm la looking for no great profits, 
but we stand ready to spend, the same as the 
otber bidders concerned, the total sum of 
$250,000 or even more. We will take this 
contract for $200,000, and we will spend the 
balance — well — we don't exactly care how, 
don't you know?" 

Douglaa felt the hot blood mount to hia 
cheeks and surge like hot flames to the roots 
of his hair. Up to this moment he had failed 
to understand the drift of Mr. Westmoreland's 
conversation. At last he grasped the situa- 
tion. At last he realized the meaning of his 
visitor's reference to financial backing, good 
friends, the ambition to succeed, the political 
distinctions available. Mr. Westmoreland bad 
set out to buy bim. 

Douglas rose from his chair. The slight 
cbance that he might have misconstrued the 
intentions of his visitor restrained him from 
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prompt and vigorous actioD. He therefore 
said withoat the slightest show of anger, " I 
think this matter should be discussed only in 
the presence of all bidders for this contract 
and I will have to ask you to excuse me from 
further conversation upon the subject. I have 
nothing whatsoever to do with the letting of 
these contracts, and if I had I would be 
guided by just one consideration — the good of 
the service." 

" I am delighted to hear your frank state- 
ment of principles, Mr. Atwell," said Mr. 
Westmoreland with perfect affability. " We 
are in perfect accord. I had in mind only 
the best interests of the service when I urged 
upon the firm a bid which amounts to giving 
the government $50,000, but we will discusa 
this, as you say, before the other bidders," 
and Mr. Westmoreland thrust out bis hand, a 
cordial smile lighting his ever watchful face. 

Douglas could not decline the proffered 
courtesy, but Mr. Westmoreland was too well 
trained in the ways of the world to mistake 
the steel-Iike grip he received as evidence of 
cordiality. No lawyer of his day was better 
versed than he In the art of dissimulation, 
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and none knew better than be bow to dis- 
cover the weak spot in his victim and then to 
concentrate on that spot and win his case. 

" And certainly love of money is not Mr. 
Atwell's weakness," mused he as be sauntered 
down the street toward his office. " The young 
idiot. He could make a etart here which 
would land him a sure winner, but he flushes 
up like an indignant schoolgirl the moment 
he scents the bribe. I would drop him in a 
minute if there were any other way, but it is 
foolish to try to handle the old chief of the 
office. All we need is some good man like 
Atwetl who is honest and who advocates this 
bid. He could get it accepted. When that 
happens we win. That bid is a masterpiece. 
It represents fifteen years of honest toil in the 
art of legal jugglery, and I drew it with my 
own hand. I am giving away $50,000, but 
' what is a few thousand in a game like this? 
Why, there are millions involved, and Atwell 
is the key to the situation. I've got to get 
him, no matter what it costs." 

With eyes staring straight to the front, and 
teeth clenched on an unlighted cigar, Mr. 
Westmoreland, counsellor at law, stepped into 
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an elevator and shot up to the spacious o£Bce 
on the top floor of one of the great buildings 
of San Francisco. 

He was perplexed, but not more so than the 
man whom he had left in the ofBce of the 
chief quartermaster, for Douglas Atwell at 
the same moment waa poring over the con- 
tracts on the deals before him, with something 
of the zeal which used to poaaess bim when his 
company went forward to the aasault of a 
Filipino trench. 

What had impelled the firm of Jacobs, 
Sharp & Co. to submit a bid nearly $50,000 
leas than the normal pay for such an under- 
taking? 

Why had the firm seen fit to allow a legal 
sharp to reinforce this bid by the equivalent 
of a $50,000 bribe ? 

Did Mr. Westmoreland really represent the 
firm in this effort to secure recognition of his * 
bid? 

Douglas had read all the other bids and 
was struggling through the legal phraseology 
of the one submitted by Jacobs, Sharp & Co., 
when the door opened again, and anotber 
visitor stood upon the threshold. 
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Douglas jumped up and advanced to meet 
the newcomer with outstretched hand. 

" Hello, Benedict," said he heartily. " I 
am certainly glad to see you. I have been ia 
thia office just one hour and a half, and I am 
already in the midst of a legal tangle which I 
coalda't solve in one and a half centuries, but 
you are the boy to help me out. Sit dowa 
first and tell me the gossip. How did you 
get on with your last case ? " 

" Won it, and made a great start as a trust 
buster. It brought me into direct contact 
with the attorney-general's office, and I am 
unofficially following out some of the lines 
which that conviction exposed, and if I land 
this prize my fortune is made. But that is 
neither here nor there. What is it that ie 
troubling you? " 

" A bid for construction work valued at 
$250,000. The chief quartermaster is ill 
to-day, and the major is away, so I had to 
open the bids submitted this morning. Four 
bidders propose doing the work for substan- 
tially the same sum — $250,000, but the fifth 
proposed doing it for about $200,000. The 
representative of the latter firm just left me 
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after talking an hour about the magnificent 
patriotism of his people in making this sacri- 
fice for the benefit of the government, and, 
though he did not say bo, I took it that he 
was willing to pay some one to see the thing 
through, irrespective of cost. The business 
looks crooked to me, but I have read the 
contract over a dozen times and cannot dis- 
cover anything wrong in the wording. Will 
you please read it for me? " 

" With pleasure," said Benedict. 

" I suppose it is all right/' said Atwell, 
hesitatingly. " A business man would pro- 
ceed this way, and I am too ignorant of my 
duties to know whether this is right or wrong, 
but I must know what is back of this game 
if I can." 

Benedict took the document and began 
reading hastily. Then he settled back into 
his chair, and bis whole person expressed 
awakened interest. His teeth set, his eyes 
glistened, and his fine muscular frame seemed 
poised for action, just as Douglas had seen, 
him as half-back for the Yale football team, 
eyes fixed upon the ball, and every muscle 
ready for a plunge against the opposing line 
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which seldom failed to break before his fearful 
attack. Douglaa had meaaared strength and 
speed agaiust him in one of the greatest games 
ever played on the old historic field at West 
Poiot; he had good evidence of the courage, 
zeal and pluck of his old time opponent, and 
each had for the other the respect which a 
skilful leader feels for an able enemy. 

The qualities of leadership which had en- 
abled Bob Benedict to win the football battles 
of old Eli had also won for him his present 
place among the legal fraternity of San Fran- 
cisco and placed his name among those of the 
ablest lawyers of his time. Among his great 
gifts were the power of concentration and the 
appearance of it, and when that keen, alert 
eipresaion of complete interest and absorp- 
tion overspread his features nothing more was 
needed to apprize the observer of the fact that 
he had broken through the surface of legal 
phraseology and was pursuing the hidden 
thing within as a ferret pursues the flying rat. 

" Well?" said Doaglaa as Benedict finished 
the paper. 

Benedict squared his shoulders. " There is 
some chance/' said he, " that I may be mis- 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



40 A WEST POINT 

taken, but I believe that you have given me 
the clue to the identity of a crowd of grafters 
who have been able for ten yeara to defy all 
authority. That bid appears to lay the basis 
for the most gigantic piece of graft that has 
ever been attempted on the Pacific Coast. It 
was the very thing I was looking for. If I 
am right, this day brings my opportunity, 
which, as you know, comes but once in a life- 
time. If I can get this thing before the dis- 
trict attorney in the proper way there can be 
no doubt but that we will score the greatest 
legal victory that this district has won over 
immoral polities in twenty-five years." 

Benedict rose and walked up and down the 
office with his hands thrust deep into his 
pockets. 

"But how does it happen that a bid for con- 
struction work in this department has any- 
thing to do with graft and local politics?" 
asked Douglas anxiously. 

" Nothing on the surface of it," replied 
Benedict. " There is absolutely nothing cor- 
rupt in the government's part of this deal. 
That is manifest. No man on top of the earth 
would question the honesty of the chief of this 
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office. His reputation is known along the 
entire coast The point about thia bid ia the 
way it is to be executed, and only one familiar 
with the inside facts would detect the object of 
the scheme. The chances of success for the 
bidders lies in using the honesty of the 
governtnent to get through a dishonest scheme. 
Look at this." 

Benedict drew from his pocket a large map 
of San Francisco and spread it upon the desk. 
Then with that wonderful attention to detail 
which had made him in turn the leader of his 
class, a great football player, and a thoroughly 
successful lawyer, Benedict pointed out the 
relation existing between the great railroad 
lines which converge on San Francisco, the 
surface systems, the ocean lines and the com- 
mercial prosperity of the community, and 
showed how this bit of construction work re- 
quired by the Quartermaster's Department in 
the ordinary routine of business could be 
utilized by the firm of Jacobs, Sharp & Co., 
if backed by sufBcient capital, to throw the 
control of the entire terminal system into 
the hands of a few men who would thus con- 
trol the well-being of San Francisco aa com- 
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pletely as Nero controlled the &te of ancient 
Rome. Only the method of getting atresulta 
differed. The effect was eaaentially the same. 

It ia needless to go into the details of this 
combination. Suffice it to say that the opera- 
tions proposed by the bid of Jacobs, Sharp & 
Co. contemplated one of those daring acts 
of financial piracy so common in modern 
life, and quite as unscrapalous in its concep- 
tion as any piratical undertaking conducted 
on the oceans of medieval days. 

" The people behind this game," said Bene- 
dict, " have not hesitated to commit all the 
crimes necessary to accomplish their object, 
crimes of course which do not shock humanity 
by their barbarity, such as murder, arson, et 
cetera, but which are far more destructive of 
the life of a community than single acts of 
homicide. I intend to push a criminal prose- 
cution against the leaders if the evidence can 
be obtained, but the peculiar thing about the 
situation is this," and Benedict fixed his 
searching gaze upon Douglas, " your testimony 
may be necessary in order to connect this 
proposition with the guilty parties. Are you 
willing to be drawn into the case?" 
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" Certainly," Bald Douglas without an in- 
stant's hesitation. 

" And in order that you may fully under- 
stand the case, would you like to follow up the 
clue with me which has already developed T" 

" Nothing would please me more," replied 
Douglas enthusiastically. 

" Should the combination start in to make 
it hot for you and smash yon up just as they 
have smashed up a thousand opponents before, 
will you stand pat and fight it out to the 
end?" 

Douglas' eyes opened in surprise, and back 
to his mind came the feeling which had seized 
him upon receipt at Lieutenant Swayne's 
quarters of the letter detailing him on tempo- 
rary duty in the office of the chief quarter- 
master. He had never hesitated before when 
he thought himself impelled to do a thing be- 
cause it was right and fair ; in his decisions he 
had never considered the consequences and he 
could not hesitate now. " No matter what 
these people may try to do, I will not hesitate 
to fight it out to the end," said Douglas, " if a 
fight be necessary. I cannot stop through 
fear of personal injury, and I will not stop 
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80 long as what I am doing ia perfectly honor- 
able." 

Benedict clasped him by the hand. " You 
don't know what it means to secure help of 
thia kind," said he warmly. "The majority 
cower like yellow dogs at the first sign of 
dangerous and powerful opposition, but you 
are not one of the crowd. If this case goes to 
a prosecution, however, you will feel the power 
of combined capital as you never felt anything 
before. I assure you it is dangerous. Do you 
still go on ? " 

" Certainly," said Douglas. " I go on. I 
believe in the triumph of things that are fair 
and square, and I will act accordingly." 

" Which being the case," said Benedict, 
" let us locate your morning visitor who found 
it necessary in the interest of patriotism to of- 
feryou a bribe of $50,000 to let his scheme get 
through. What did you say his name was ? " 

" Stanhope Everett Westmoreland, Coun- 
sellor at Law," replied Douglas, glancing at 
the card upon his desk. 

Benedict looked rapidly through the city 
directory, then tossed it back upon the desk 
with a loud burst of laughter. 
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" What is the joke T " asked Douglas smil- 
ing. 

" There is no such name in the directory," 
replied Benedict, " neither does the name of 
Jacobs, Sharp & Co. appear of record. A new 
man and a new firm in San Francisco. This 
looks interesting to me, Atwell — very inter* 
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CHAPTER III 

A THEATEB PABTY 

When Benedict left Lieutenant Atwell'B 
office, the latter rose and paced up and down 
the room in deep perplexity. He was not 
given to fear or hesitation, and yet the dan- 
gers suggested by this fearless young lawyer, 
whose courage had been tried out on many a 
hard fought game on the gridiron, filled him 
with an anxiety he had never felt before. He 
could conceive no real basis for fear, but it is 
the unknown which terrifies. Many a brave 
soldier has valiantly faced a veritable storm 
of bullets in broad daylight, and yet baa 
cowered and trembled at a sound in the dark- 
ness for which he could not account. But 
idle misgivings must not be allowed to sway 
bis judgment. He resumed his seat and in a 
few momenta waa again absorbed in a study 
of the problem with which he had so suddenly 
been confronted. 

The news that a second lieutenant was 
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"acting ohief qaartertnaster " spread through 
the bailding, and one by one the oflBcera 
dropped in and joked him on his suddenly 
acquired dignity, finally escorting him to the 
office of the commanding general of the de- 
partment, who received him with his usual 
geniality. 

The general remembered bis name, con- 
gratulated him on his previous work and 
wished him equal success in his new field of 
endeavor ; and, elated over the reception he 
had been accorded, Douglas returned to his 
desk. ' 

He tried to remember the general's afia- 
bility, and to forget the events of the morn- 
ing, but it was useless. One picture was 
photographed upon his brain, and the image 
would not depart — that of Mr. Westmoreland 
as he sat painting hia seductive picture of 
comfort, power, wealth and glory, all founded 
on corruption and dishonesty, and suggested 
so cautiously as to acarely warrant open resent- 
ment. 

Douglas mentally retraced the steps this 
man had used in approaching his goal — the 
glory of West Point, the game which always 
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awakened his interest, but how did Mr. West- 
moreland come to know of his football record ? 

How did he happen to remember the famous 
run on Franklin Field and the breaking of his 
collar-bone? 

Somewhere in the sea of faces which sur- 
rounded him as he was carried ofiT the field, 
heart-broken over the loss of the game and 
writhing with pain, be seemed to vaguely re- 
member one in the crowd which recalled the 
face of Mr. Stanhope Everett Westmoreland, 
but the recollection of these events was hazy 
and indefinite, and he could not call back the 
past and isolate the scene in which Mr. West^ 
moreland participated, if indeed their paths 
had ever crossed before. 

Midday found the young officer still pon- 
dering over the strange occurrences of the 
morning, and endeavoring to map out a plan 
of action, but planning was useless. Nothing 
was definite. The next day might find him 
hundreds of miles away in the performance 
of some duty for the government, and yeara 
might elapse before he could return. 

Douglas laughed at the magnificent bugbear 
his imagination had been building, seized hia 
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hat and descended to look for a lunch 
room. 

" Buy the Evening Post I' " chirped a young 
voice as Douglas reached the door and saw 
himself " held up " by a bright lad of ten to 
twelve years who held oat his wares for sale 
and solemnly waited response. His whole 
attitude created the impression that a purchase 
was absolutely necessary to further progress 
beyond the door and tbat the simplest sola* 
tion for the situation was to buy and buy 
quickly. 

" What is your name, my boy ? " said Doug- 
las, gazing down upon the curly red head, 
piercing blue eyes and freckled face, while he 
thrust his hand in his pocket to find the nec- 
essary tribute. 

" My name's Koland McOrew," said the lad, 
cutting his eye toward a passer-by and decid- 
ing in that quick glance that he was no buyer. 

"Why don't you go to school?" inquired 
Douglas, as he handed over his money and re- 
ceived the copy which he had no intention of 
reading. 

" Can't," replied the boy, and raising his 
voice toward a prospective buyer he piped out 
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his call, " Eveniug Post 1 Buy the Evening 
Post I " But the " buyer," deep in thought, 
passed on, and back came Rolaud's frank, 
almost defiant gaze. 

" I've got to support my mother and little 
sister. Evening Post I Buy the Evening 
Poet 1 " 

Douglas heard the statement with a little 
inward start. He too had to support a mother 
and " little " sister, but poor though he was, 
his income was regal as compared to the earn- 
ings of this little waif of the street. And yet 
here waa one whose fight for life must be 
harder, whose struggle for meat and bread 
must be more desperate If the firm of Jacobs, 
Sharp & Co. were to prevail and the bid which 
lay in the safe above were to be accepted. 

" Evening Post I Evening Post I Buy the 
Evening Post I " 

The boy's keen eyes searched the street and 
he shifted his pack to ease a heavily burdened 
shoulder, but he paid no more heed to Doug- 
las, who watched him nevertheless with 
keenest interest. Perhaps this bright-eyed 
little redhead could help solve the problem 
in which he and every waif of San Francisco 
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was keenly interested, though Roland McQrew 
did not know it. 

" Have you been here all morning f " asked 
Douglas. 

" Yea," replied Roland. 

" Did you notice a man leaving the build* 
log about ten o'clock? " 

" A guy with a light suit, Panama hat, and 
hair streaked with gray?" 

" Exactly," said Douglas, delighted at the 
boy's facility for observation. " Do you know 
who he is ? " 

" No." 

" Can you find out ? " 

" Yes." And Roland McQrew's inquiring 
blue eyes suggested that the service might be 
worth something though his lips were silent. 

" Welt, Roland," said Douglas, as he laid 
his hand on the boy's shoulder, " I want to 
know all about that fellow, and I want to 
know it soon. Do you understand?" 

" All right, sir, I'll find out," replied the 
boy, and his steel-blue eyes for the first time 
lost their look of defiance and his tone and 
manner expressed deference and respect. 

Douglas was absent at lunch for nearly an 
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hour, but when he approached the comer 
again he heard the same clear tones, " Even- 
ing Post I Buy the Evening Post I " 

" Had your dinner, Roland ? " he asked 
over his shoulder as he reached the door. 

" No." The boy's eyes were staring straight 
up the street. The truth was he had had 
neither breakfast nor dinner, and if business 
did not improve there was not much prospect 
of a decent supper. He was making no appeal 
for sympathy, yet in some way his simple 
negative forcibly conveyed a sense of the dis- 
tressing fact of his misery. 

" Where do you live? " said Douglas 
quietly. 

Without turning his eyes, Roland stated the 
street and number, the very center of the poor 
district where poverty stalked hand in hand 
with vice, where life was a perpetual struggle 
in which only the fittest for battle could sur- 
vive. Here in an environment of violence and 
crime, little Roland McGrew must " support 
his mother and little sister." 

" You'd better get your lunch, Roland," said 
Douglas, and he thrust a coin into the boy's 
hand. 
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When Douglas reentered hia o£Qce the desk 
was stacked high with the midday mail, but 
among the long official envelopes hia quick 
eye caught the shimmer of a dainty social 
note. The mass of correspondence was tumbled 
aside, the gently scented missive was opened 
in an instant and the rapidly rising color of 
the recipient indicated that he was somehow 
deeply interested in the contents. 

" My dear Mr. Atwell," ran the note. 

" Mrs. Swayne has agreed to chaperon a 
little theater party to-night An old friend of 
mine ia to be with me, and your sister has 
agreed to come. 

" Call me up by 'phone and tell me that you 
can come. Please join us at the Swaynes' and 
we will all go down in the auto. 

" Most cordially, 

" Alice Dryden." 

Douglas laid aside the note with a gesture 
of impatience. The mental picture of the 
poverty and suffering which surrounded the 
home of little Roland McGrew and thousands 
of his kind was still fresh in his mind, and 
there was something incongruous, almost of- 
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fensive, in fact, in the sudden transition to the 
atmosphere of wealth, of pleasure, and even 
of extravagance. 

" Of course I cannot accept the invitation," 
mused Douglas as he tore open the rest of the 
envelopes and examined the contents. It re- 
quired the work of but a few moments to at- 
tend to the business which he felt at liberty 
to handle. The chief clerk had dextrously 
relieved him throughout the day of everything 
that called for a decision and had withheld 
ell business even which required a signature. 
So it happened that in less than half an hour 
the desk was clear of everything except that 
irritating invitation to a theater party. 

Douglas took up the note and read it again. 
The emotions aroused by his talk with little 
Roland McGrew were subsiding and the long- 
ing for pleasure and happiness natural to 
youth was again asserting itself 

Friendliness was expressed in every line of 
the little missive, a wealth of friendliness 
lurked between the lines, and called him to 
come and enjoy himself 

"But how can I accept these favors?" 
thought he. *' I am unable to return her 
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hospitality, and I should not therefore accept 
it. We meet in these little social affairs, but 
her world and mine are as completely sepa- 
rated as Jupiter and Mars, and it ia the part 
of wisdom to recognize it. Only unhappiness 
could result from any other course. How 
could she understand or sympathize with 
little Roland MuQrew, with his torn trousers 
and dirty, tattered shoes ; how could she for 
that matter understand the circumstances of 
my own early life or appreciate the struggle 
for existence through which I have passed?" 
Douglas gazed out of the window across the 
housetops of the great city of San Francisco, 
but what be saw was the shining slopes of the 
Shawangunk Mountains in eastern New York 
where be bad spent bis childhood. He saw 
the little house where he was born, with its 
warped roof and rickety barn, scarce bousing 
enough to feed the cattle through the fearful 
winters which swept the mountainside. In 
summer they grazed in tbe lowlands where 
Douglas, hatless, in scant and tattered gar- 
ments, his bare feet torn by the brush and briar 
through which he roamed, herded his flock. 
From the very earth he had absorbed tbe 
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thoughts of his childhood, and, living the 
hardy life of a young savage, he grew up 
struggling for mastery over the almost insur- 
mountable obstacles which surrounded him. 

The recollection of those days of suffering 
was among the most cherished moments of 
Douglas' life. They constituted his claim to 
nobility because he had survived them. He 
had prized his independence of thought, his 
freedom from sycophancy. He could not 
abandon his standards now. Others might 
beg the privilege of Alice Dryden's company, 
might rejoice in the chance of riding in her 
car, of being identified as her friend in public. 
If she desired his company, however, she must 
seek it; this much she had already done, but 
nothing in their future relations could be per- 
mitted to change the situation. He must so 
conduct himself that no act of his could be 
interpreted as an effort to change into a deeper 
emotion the friendship which had heretofore 
existed. With this as the guiding premise, 
could he accept the invitation to the theater 
party to-night, and thus place himself under a 
social obligation which he could ill afford to 
return ? 
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The gentle tinkle of the telephone bell made 
him start, and he quickly thrust Alice Dry- 
den's note into his pocket as if caught in the 
possession of goods he would like to conceal. 

" Hello I " 

" Yea, this is Mr. Atwell." 

" Oh, Misa Dryden. I am glad to — to see 
you. I " 

" Yes, yes, I received your note, and thank 
you very much indeed for your kind invita- 
tion, but " 

" What I a surprise for me? " 

" Can't you tell me who it is ? " 

'* When I see you to-night ? " 

" No — no, I think there ia nothing to pre- 
vent my coming." 

"At 7:45 this evening. All right, I will 
be delighted to come. Good-bye." 

Douglas put up the receiver with a bang, 
and though he had been talking but a mo- 
ment, there was evidence of perspiration on 
his lips and forehead. This girl had handled 
him on the end of the wire as a dextrous 
preatidigitateur handles the utensils of hia 
trade. In spite of his revulsion of feeling at 
the extravagance and luxury involved in this 
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costly visit to the theater, in spite of his deep 
apprehension that he waa making a mistake 
in placing himself under social obligations to 
this charming daughter of a very rich family, 
yet he had not only accepted, but had said he 
would be delighted to come. 

But the thing was done. No half measures 
could be tolerated now. He called his home 
on the telephone and informed bis sister that 
he had accepted, and then spent the rest of 
the afternoon waiting for the termination of 
office hours. 

The big contracts which had been con- 
signed to the safe, the strange visit of Mr. 
Westmoreland, and the troubles of Roland 
McGrew were forgotten, and in high spirits 
Douglas reached his home and went down to 
dinner. 

"Trudes" was more than delighted ; she was 
radiant. Fresh from college and inexperi- 
enced in the ways of the great world she 
looked upon this, her iirst big social affair, as 
an epoch-making event. 

Such had been the simplicity of her early 
life in her poor country home that the smallest 
diversion possessed the power to amuse and en- 
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tertain, and the sweetness end naivete of her 
manner won for her many friends wherever 
she went. 

As Douglas listened to her enthusiastic 
chatter, and noted the finish and taste of her 
"latest gown," he realized that "little sis" 
was no longer the little lonely playmate whom 
he had left in the Shawaogunks when he left 
home to join the army in the Philippines; 
that the sad, wistful face had developed in 
strength and beauty, and that she now stood 
on the threshold of young womanhood an un- 
usually attractive and charming personality. 

Her evening dress, cut in the latest style, 
set ofT to advantage the unblemished white- 
ness of her skin, but her crowning glory was 
her hair. The " tow head " which used to 
catch the burrs and thistles along the heather 
was now a mass of gold which rose in graceful 
waves from her forehead and shimmered be- 
neath the light over the dining-room table. 

Silent but interested, Mrs. Atwell listened 
to her two children as the meal passed, and 
then, on the arm of " her boy," went to her 
room, while Douglas dressed for the affair of 
the evening. 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



6o A WEST POINT 

At 7 : 45 p. u. sharp a big tourist automobile 
rolled up to the door, " onk-ouking " its 
notice of arrival, and Douglas and Gertrude 
at once stepped out to meet it. 

Two persons awaited them upon the side- 
walk, and a voice full of cordiahty greeted 
their approach. 

" Lieutenant Douglas Atwell, I believe ? " 

*' Rory O'Connor I " exclaimed Douglas as 
he seized his good friend by the hand and 
almost bugged him with delight. " So you 
are the surprise. I can't thank you too much, 
Miss Dryden, for this pleasure ; but here, 
Rory, I am so excited over you I am forget- 
ting everything else. Let me introduce you 
to my sister," and Douglas presented Ger- 
trude to " the best friend any man ever had." 

Rory was not slow in taking advantage of 
the situation. Before any one could foresee the 
object of his maneuver, he had placed Doug- 
las and Alice together, bad seated himself 
beside Gertrude, and had instructed the 
chauffeur to run down to the Swaynes'. He 
was master of ceremonies at once. No one 
but he was allowed to stir when the car rolled 
up to the front of Lieutenant Swayne's quar- 
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ten, and in a few moments the whole party, in 
high spirits, was off to the theater. 

It ia needless to say that Rory maintained 
control of the situation when the theater was 
reached. He knew just where the box was 
located, and with the ease and finish which 
Douglas had always so much admired, he 
seated the group so that all were well pleased, 
and Douglas and Alice were still together in 
the front seats of the best box in the house. 

Roderick was all attention to Gertrude, 
while Mr. and Mrs. Swayne were happily 
seated in the chaperon's row, where they were 
cautioned to " carefully observe the young 
people in front." 

The curtain arose a few moments after the 
arrival of the party and Douglas soon found 
his attention keenly fixed upon a play of 
unusual merit which, strange to say, was able 
to hold the public interest on the very theme 
which was uppermost in his mind — the re- 
lation of the masses to the financial despotism 
of the few. 

The power of wealth and the unscrupulous 
disregard of the manipulators thereof to the 
welfare of the people were depicted with a 
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power which drove the lesson home to Douglas 
in a manner never to be forgotten, and inspired 
iu him a fierce desire to contribute his little 
share to the efibrt to preserve to the people 
their little remaiDing power to survive the 
struggle for existence. 

His fingers were gripping the arms of his 
chair, and his chest was heaving with the 
strong impulse within him when the curtain 
descended upon a thrilling scene, and the 
voice of his fair companion brought him back 
to his surroundings. 

" You like the play, Mr. Atwell ? " 

" Very much indeed," he replied. " It is 
certainly a very powerful presentation of our 
present day problem, and interests me in- 
tensely." 

" But you don't think it is true to life, do 
you?" 

She was reclining in her chair in that atti- 
tude of supreme comfort which so few people 
can successfully assume. Her position had 
permitted her the opportunity to note the 
emotions which the play had inspired in 
Douglas, and the slight smile of incredulity 
which parted her lips suggested to him tbat 
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the feelings, so plainly expressed in his set 
face, were giving her no little amueement. 

" Yes, X think it is true to life," said Douglas 
emphatically. " We do not see these tragedies 
enacted in every-day life, and the processes 
are slower in their operation perliaps than is 
indicated by the play, but the scenes just pre- 
sented have their counterpart right here in 
the business operations of San Francisco, 
though they are obscured by the millions of 
other events which constantly attract the 
attention. The germs of typhoid, of small- 
pox, and of leprosy are destroying millions 
annually, yet the agent of all this destruction 
can be revealed only by the microscope. The 
disease which the playwright is exposing to- 
night is no less real because we are not con- 
stantly confronted with its effects. Yes in- 
deed, I feel keenly that the play is true to 
life." 

Alice smiled. " I like to hear your opin- 
ions," she said sweetly, " even though I may 
disagree with you." 

" Do you disagree in this case? " 

Alice hesitated. " Yes," she said, " I think 
the play is simply a clever handling of a 
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fiction to catch the popular fancy, aud im- 
prove the box office receipts. I do not believe 
the writer is any more in earnest than the 
players who are simply acting, not living 
their parts, and this for the pay it brings." 

" Of course," said Douglas, " the actors are 
only playing, the playwright Is only putting 
his feelings on paper, not suflFering the evils 
he depicts, and all are doing this for pay ; but 
what has caused this theater to be packed to 
the doors and filled from parquet to roof? 
The people, most of them at least, are drawn 
here because the situation is real to them, and 
they want a solution. It is the business of 
every honest person to so handle the daily 
affairs about him as to prevent the people 
from resorting to the solution adopted by the 
revolutionists of France. Some very precious 
blood might be spilled if they did." 

" I love to hear you talk," said Alice with 
sparkling eyes. 

" Though you still disagree with me?" 

She nodded hesitatingly, but her gaze was 
sweeping the great assemblage, and especially 
the dense mass that filled the upper gallery, 
and waited eagerly for the curtain to rise on 
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the next chapter of the theme built about their 
bumble homes. 

" I thiak the mass of the people are poor," 
she said slowly, " because they are unfit for 
anything else. If reforms are needed, they 
should start with them, and not with the 
people who have attained success through in* 
dustry." 

The hot blood rushed to Douglas Atwell'a 
face as the thoughts of his own childhood 
came back to him just as they had come to 
him in his office when he hesitated at accept- 
ing Alice Dryden's invitation. 

They were hopelessly at variance in all 
their feelings, he thought, and nothing could 
harmonize them, and with eyes gazing straight 
to the front to conceal his feelings, he silently 
vowed that he would never again be drawn 
into a discussion of the subject. 

Down the aisle in front came a small figure, 
and something in the tone startled the young 
officer aa he heard, " Photos 1 Photos of the 
leading actors! " 

So tliis was how Roland McGrew labored 
into the night to " support his mother and 
little sister." 
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Douglas returned the boy's gaze with a 
friendly nod, and then with an alcoost imper- 
ceptible motion of the head, Roland McGrew 
drew hia attention across the theater. 

There, surrounded by a most distinguished 
looking group of friends who had made their 
success by " industry," Stanhope Everett 
Westmoreland was taking his seat in the op- 
posite box. 
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DOUGLAS RECEIVES A STRANGE LETTER 

The clarion toaea of Roland McGrew'a 
chant were ringing through the street wlien 
Lieutenant Douglas arrived next morning at 
the door of the Pbelan Building in San Fran- 
cisco. 

Though it was close to midnight when the 
boy had reached bis miserable home, yet the 
first gray streak of dawn which found its way 
into his room stirred him again to activity 
and to the drudgery of fighting on alone 
against such tremendous odds. The cold raw 
morning air chilled him to the bone as he 
slipped into the street and turned toward the 
newspaper office, but the grim philosophy 
which comes to the fighter for life sustained 
him and enabled him to endure the pangs of 
hunger which would have driven many a boy 
similarly placed to fling defiance at the law 
and steal what he needed. 

It was no new experience to Rolaiiil ■ 
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begin his day's work without breakfast. His 
mother, crippled by rheumatiam and other ills, 
was unable to cook it, and his little sister was 
too young. If Roland awoke early enough 
he prepared his own scanty meal ; if not, he 
went hungry, for he could not afford, even for 
one morning, to abandon the field to his com- 
petitors, thus sacrificing his control of the 
trade of the street and with it the scant in- 
come which supported his family. 

There was no spirit of submission, no lack 
of courage in Roland's tones, however, as he 
rang out his familiar call to all the street, 
"Morning papers." 

" Good-morning, Roland," said Douglas. 
" Let me have the morning paper." 

Roland handed out the paper with alacrity, 
received his pay, and was about to turn away, 
when Douglas asked, " How did you manage 
to locate Mr. Westmoreland last night? " 

" It was easy," replied Roland. " I picked 
him up in the street last night and followed 
him to his home ; be lives at No. — Pine 
Street, and from some of the newsboys who 
work that section, I found out where his office 
is — top floor of the building, big office 
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with a lot of partners, but I didn't find out who 
they were. I'll get that to-day from an office 
boy on the same floor ; he's a chum of mine. 
Later I found out that Mr. Westmoreland 
hangs out all winter in the lobby of the legis- 
lature, and buys up political Jobs. I had one 
of my chums keep track of him last night 
when I went over to the theater for night 
work, and so I knew when he came in, and 
put you wise. I suppose you caught on ? " 

Douglas nodded. " Did you find out what 
Mr. Westmoreland is doing now 7 " 

" No, but it's a cinch it's crooked," replied 
Roland emphatically. 

Douglas settled his account with Roland 
temporarily, asked him to keep track of 
Westmoreland and report his whereabouts, 
and then with a pat on the boy's shoulder he 
ascended to his office. 

It was still early. The clerks were begin- 
ning to assemble, and as Douglas looked along 
the extensive line of desks he ardently hoped 
that the chief might come down and relieve 
him of the nominal duty but most abnormal 
responsibility which had been thrust upon 
him. 
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As if in response to his wish the door 
swung open and the chief walked in. 

"How are you, Mr. Atwell?" said he cor- 
dially, as he extended his hand. " I hope yon 
had an interesting time yesterday." 

" Very interesting indeed," said Douglas. 
" I hope you do not have many like it." 

*' What — what happened ? " asked the chief 
in surprise. 

Douglas informed him of the arrival of the 
bids, the amounts involved ia the group of 
four, and the strange difference proposed by the 
firm of "Jacobs, Sharp &Co." ; alsoof the visit 
of Mr. Westmoreland with his implied offer 
of a $50,000 bribe to secure the acceptance of 
his bid. 

" The same old story," said the chief quarter- 
master. " Graft, graft, graft. The old bidders 
know better than to present their corrupt 
schemes, but the new ones all have to learn 
that we cannot be bought. It staggers one to 
think of the conditions under which business 
must be transacted when it is found that pretty 
nearly every bidder who comes before us takes 
it for granted that he must buy his way to 
favorable consideration. 
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" It ia business, they say, and must be rec- 
ognized. One of the few conaolatioDB an 
officer feels at the end of a long life of arduous 
toil Ib this : he haa been free from the necessity 
of buying preference. He can be perfectly 
honest, and his ultimate success depends upon 
his reputation for clean-cut unflinchinghonesty 
and truthfulness. 

" I presume you let Mr. Westmoreland know 
where we stood? " 

" His offer was so veiled that I could not 
take it for granted that he intended to bribe 
me, but I assured him that his bid would re- 
ceive fair and impartial consideration, which, 
of course, was the last thing in the world he 
wanted. I did not fully appreciate the effect 
of his proposal, but while I was examining 
the bids Mr. Benedict came in and I consulted 
him. This is what he pointed out." Douglas 
spread out on the table the map which Bene- 
dict had left with him, and rapidly indicated 
the possibilities involved in the giant scheme 
which the firm of Jacobs, Sharp & Co. had 
attempted to foist upon the people of San 
Francisco. 

The chief quartermaster gazed at him in 
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blank astoDiahment. Never in all his experi- 
ence with unscrupulooB contractors, designing 
builders, horse dealers, and mule venders had 
he been confronted with a plan so wilfully 
dishonest, so cunningly conceived to squeeze 
money from the victims of the plot, regardless 
of the consequences involved. 

" The information which Benedict read be- 
tween the lines will help him, he thinks, to 
prosecute the con8pirators,"continued Douglas, 
" and he has asked me to testify in regard to 
the presentation of this bid and the attempt to 
bribe me should my testimony become neces- 
sary. I agreed to do so and will, if there is no 
official objection." 

" None," said the chief quartermaster, " so 
iar as I know. I see no reason why you 
should not assist him to the limit of your 
power. I hope you may be able to send the 
conspirators to prison. Do it if you can, so 
far as I am concerned." 

"Thank you, sir," said Douglas. "I'll go 
ahead." 

It was the authority he needed to permit 
him to pursue the case to its logical conclu- 
sion. 
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" That being settled," continued the chief 
quartermaater, "let as take up the next piece 
of business. I suppose you would like to 
know why you are on doty in this office. 
Well, I happened to learn of your ability as a 
draftsman, and having to work out extensive 
plans for barracks and quarters and public 
buildings in this department, I decided to 
secure your services. This big room here ia 
filled with drawings. Here is a list. Please 
get them into order and then we will talk the 
matter over with the plans before us." 

Douglas entered the room at once and took 
up his task, little dreaming that in the curled 
up maps and dusty charts lay the information 
which would soon be as valuable to him as his 
very life. All day long be plodded over the 
weary details, noted the water system, the 
various supply centers, the poor district and 
the business section in which the tremen- 
dous wealth of the city lay concentrated. At 
the close of office hours he had a mental pic- 
ture of the whole so clear and precise that he 
could have reproduced every essential detail of 
the map from unaided memory. The magni- 
tude and character of his work were clear to 
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him now, but it waa too late to consult bis 
chief. He laid aside his work and descended 
to the street. 

Roland McQrew was not at the door and his 
clear bell-like call could be heard nowhere in 
the street. The balmy air of spring time filled 
his lungs and brought the flush of health to 
his cheeks as Douglas struck out through the 
streets for a walk to the boat landing. 

He had gone only a block when Roland 
McGrew emerged from a side street with a 
bundle of papers beneath his arm. 

" Hello, Roland," said Douglas, reaching 
for a copy of the evening paper. " Have you 
any news?" 

" Yes ; Mr. Westmoreland has left town. 
The office boys don't know where he has gone, 
but he left to-day. I went to the office with a 
fake message, but they told me Mr. Westmore- 
land had left no address. I thought you 
would like to know." 

" Yes, indeed, I am glad to hear of it, Ro- 
land. Keep your scouts out and let me know 
everything that turns up." 

Douglas glanced over the head-lines, and 
then in opening the folds of the paper to look 
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for the athletic news, his eye caught the 
staring anaouncement — 

Gbeat Contract Let to San 
Framcisco Firm 

Captain Atwell, Ading Chief Qaar- 
termaster, favors plan for big mimidpal 
improvement. Talented officer, etc., etc. 

Then followed an account as eulogistic as it 
was false and inaccurate of "Captain At- 
well's " attainments as constructing quarter- 
master and his views upon the needs of the 
department. Without making any positive 
assertions, the whole article conveyed the im- 
pression that the matter had been settled 
and that " Captain Atwell " had made a most 
brilliant and praiseworthy decision. The 
lucky firm, however, was not mentioned. 

Douglae read the trash to the end, thrust 
the paper into his pocket, and turned away 
with a shudder of disgust. Clearly this was 
the first step undertaken by Mr, Westmore- 
land to force acceptance of his bid, but of 
course there was nothing to prove that he had 
inspired the article in the evening paper, and 
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any effort to hold the paper responsible, or to 
discover and chastise the reporter who had 
written it would be exceedingly unwise. 

However much the spirit might chafe under 
the lash of the unscrupulous distorters of the 
facts, it was absolutely necessary to maintain 
a dignified silence and refrain from retaliatory 
measures. So engrossed was be with hie 
thoughts aa he turned abruptly around a cor- 
ner that he almost collided with a gentleman 
who was walking from the door of one of the 
great business houses toward the street. A 
momentary halt occurred on the part of both, 
and Douglas found himself face to face with 
Mr. Dryden. 

" How do you do, Mr. Atwell ? " said the 
latter, extending bis hand. " I haven't had 
the pleasure of seeing you since the night of 
your graduation dinner at Murray Hill Hotel, 
New York. I have followed your career ever 
since with a great deal of interest, and note 
that you are justifying expectations. I con- 
gratulate you on your good work." 

"Thank you, sir," said Douglas, and as his 
eyes looked past Mr. Dryden he saw Alice, 
smiling and radiant, seated in the big auto- 
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mobile where ehe waited for her father to join 
her. 

" We are going out for an hour's spin before 
dinner," said Mr, Dryden, taking Douglas by 
the arm ; " won't you join us? I will let you 
off at the landing for the boats which cross to 
the Fort." 

Mr. Dryden was pressing him toward the 
open door of the auto, and there seemed no 
possible justification for declining the prof- 
fered courtesy. In a moment be was seated 
beside Alice with Mr. Dryden in the front seat. 

Out into the park sped the machine and 
the soft breath of spring time perfumed with 
the fragrance of the budding woodland swept 
into the faces of the young couple. 

It is impossible to resist the feeling of 
pleasure and happiness which such surround- 
ings induce, and the fiery anger which had 
been surging through the young officer was 
rapidly leaving him. 

" You seemed to be worried, Mr. Atwell, 
when you turned that corner and nearly ran 
down daddy in the street. I hope you are not 
— disturbed over anything." 

" I was somewhat disturbed," said Douglas, 
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" but regret I shovred it so plainly aa to reveal 
it to every one in the street." 

" Perhaps not every one would have noticed 
it," said Alice cautiously. " I wondered why 
you were worried." 

" Just a trifle," replied Douglas evasively. 

" But men of your stamp are not worried by 
trifles — are they ? " 

For some reason Alice was determined to 
have a confession, and Douglas was the last 
person in the world to discover the reason. 
Whenever a woman compels a man to con- 
fide in her, even in a trifling matter, she 
thereby acquires an advantage over him, and 
from the day of her first meeting with Douglas 
Atwell this charming daughter of Eve bad 
felt a desire to master him which she had 
never been able to gratify. He was interest- 
ing and exasperating because she could not 
conquer him. Her wealth seemed powerless 
to attract ; he appeared to avoid rather than 
to seek her company — an intolerable situation 
which must not be endured, and here was an 
opportunity to compel his submission in a 
trifling matter and thus lay the foundations 
for a more complete mastery. 
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" Perhaps the matter was not a trifle," re- 
plied Douglas in self-defense, and seeing no 
need for concealment he added, " A notice in 
the evening paper which misrepresented me 
caused my annoyance." 

" The reference to your success as a quarter- 
master ? " 

" Yes." 

" I read it, and I thought it was very com- 
plimentary." 

" It was very complimentary, fulsome, in 
fact, and false clear through. I would rather 
he criticized, falsely at that." 

Alice raised her brows in surprise. " I 
thought every one liked praise." 

" Not I, unless I merit the praise. In this 
case I merit nothing." 

" But it was a compliment to you to select 
you for the work in the chief quartermaster's 
office, was it not? " 

" Yes," said Douglas, " somewhat of a com- 
pliment." 

" To be concerned in undertakings so great 
is — an honor? " 

" Yes," said Douglas, " and I appreciate it 
fully, but the article wholly misrepresents 
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me," he continued, unwilling to go into 
details. " All the honors for that o£Gce must 
go to the chief quartermaster. I am only a 
very young assistant." 

" But still an assistant," said Mr. Dryden, 
smiling. " At any rate your work is attract- 
ing favorable notice, though reporters falsify 
to make a good story and help out their copy. 
Not all young men are anxious to work and 
eager to succeed by means of work alone. 
Why, Mr. Atwell, the business men of the 
world are in a perpetual search for men of 
ability who are willing and able to perform 
the work of their establishments, but the 
search is never ended. If a man can and 
will do a piece of work better than any of his 
associates, the world will build a road to his 
door-step even though he reside in the heart 
of a forest. That is the approximate language 
of a renowned saying ; you gather the mean- 
ing, though it is badly expressed. This article 
is a very clumsy attempt at recognizing that 
you have a way of doing things that must 
ultimately bring success." 

"Thank you," said Douglas gratefully. " I 
deeply appreciate the compliment, though I 
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cannot think it is merited. I am merely try- 
ing to do plain duties in a plain, simple way, 
and I may do it in this instance in such a 
T^ay as to change the opinion of the reporter 
who has attempted to praise me." 

Mr. Drydeu raised his eyebrows, nodded 
and smiled. The machine was slowing up 
near the landing for boats which ply between 
San Francisco and Fort McDowell. 

" We will be glad to see you at the hotel 
whenever you find it possible to come, Mr. 
Atweli," said Mr. Dryden, as Douglas stepped 
down. " As I am absent on business nearly 
all the time Alice is lonesome here, and will 
be grateful for your company." 

Alice was lookiug straight to the front, 
with her shapely chin slightly protruding in 
silent protest. To be rated as " grateful " for 
the boon of any one's companionship was in> 
tolerable to her, who from childhood had 
been accustomed to believe all her associates 
"grateful " for the privilege of her company. 
Daddy's mistake must be corrected at once. 

" I saw Mr. O'Connor this morning, and 
asked him to come see me — and your sister, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Swayne and Bobby, of 
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course. Papa wished to extend the invitation 
to yoa also. We hope we shall see you often." 

" 1 shall be glad to come — aa one of the 
group, of course," and again Alice felt the 
dominating position which this penniless 
lieutenant assumed toward her. He was not 
grateful for the opportunity of seeing her ; h« 
was barely willing to be grouped in the class 
invited to call, and upon every meeting it 
was she, not he, who sought a continuance of 
the acquaintanceship. 

How annoying I And as the machine aped 
away along the magnificent drives of the city 
Alice instinctively reached forward and drew 
the hand-glass from its place. Yes, there was 
her hat, the perfection of the milliner's art, 
poised gracefully upon her shapely head ; 
there beneath the bewitching veil were the 
curls nestling above her fine forehead ; there, 
in fact, were all the charms which, together 
with her wealth, had won for her a position 
of recognized supremacy among the young 
women of her class, yet this boy from the 
farm stood on a pinnacle, and by his every 
attitude proclaimed himself her auperior. 
How absurd I 
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While the occupants of the luxurious ma- 
chine, buay with their thoughts, sped rapidly 
toward the most expensive hotel in San Fran* 
Cisco, Lieutenant Douglas Atwell, the boy 
from the farm and graduate of the Military 
Academy, walked up the line of officers' quar- 
ters to his simple home, pondering over tbe 
interest Mr. Dryden had taken in hie career. 
It was true that Mr. Dryden knew of his serv- 
ice in the Philippines, that Rory O'Connor, a 
lifelong friend of the Dryden family, never 
ceased to proclaim the ability and achieve- 
ments of his former roommate and classmate 
at the Academy, but this did not seem suffi- 
cient to attract such close attention from a 
man of affairs such as Mr. Dryden appeared 
to be. Whatever might be the reason, there 
seemed to be no doubt that Lieutenant At- 
well had won the esteem of this leader of 
finance. 

The thoughts of the young officer upon the 
subject were interrupted by the peal of the 
bugles sounding assembly for the first parade 
of the season. A moment later Douglas 
mounted the steps of hia porch, where Rory 
O'Connor and Gertrude were seated together 
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to witness the spectacle on the big parade- 
ground in front of officers' quarters. 

" A lot of mail for you in your room, Doug- 
las," said Gertrude patting her big " brod " on 
the back, and Douglas at once went to his 
room, determined to know the contents of 
the letters before joining Rory and his sister 
upon the porch. 

Upon his chiffonier lay the pile — " The 
Army and Navy Journal," a service maga- 
zine, letters from some friends, and an official- 
looking envelope neatly typewritten and care- 
fully addressed. 

Douglas tore it open. It contained a single 
blank sheet of white paper enclosing a check 
drawn on one of the great banking houses of 
San Francisco, and reading : 

" Pay to the order of Lieutenant Douglas 
Atwell, U. 8. Army . . . $25,000.00." 

The signature of the drawer was a complex 
mixture of lines and letters which conveyed 
not the slightest meaning to the startled 
recipient. 
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A MIDNIGHT VISITOR 

Therg could scarcely be any doubt that the 
check received by Douglas Atwell in the mail 
was the first iDstallment of the $50,000 bribe 
by which Mr. Westmoreland believed he could 
coax or force acceptance of the bid submitted 
by the firm of Jacobs, Sharp & Co. In the 
creed to which he had subscribed from youth 
there was but one standard article of faith — 
every man has his price. He had rated 
Douglas Atwell high, but he was playing for 
stakes so large that $25,000 was but a trifle. 
He could pay five times that amount and yet 
not embarrass the expense account of the firms 
for which he operated. But the corollary to 
his article of faith prescribed economy in mak- 
ing purchases — " Buy your man as cheaply as 



Douglas gazed contemptuously at this mute 
evidence of human weakness and crime. 
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How simple this counselor at law must be to 
think that he could induce a man of keen 
mind whose existence did not depend on the 
tyranny of " interests " to consent to a plan 
for imposing on the people of San Francisco a 
burden under which they would groan, not for 
a day or a week or a month, but as long as grass 
would grow and water would run — a burden 
which would ultimately crush such strugglera 
for life as Roland McGrew and force them to 
choose between crime and starvation. 

Douglas' first instinct was to tear up the 
check and fling it into the waste paper basket. 
His next to find Mr. Westmoreland, tear it 
up in his presence and actually make him eat 
the pieces ; but he wisely desisted from either. 

The first plan was unwise because the man 
who sent the check must be found, and in the 
presence of witnesses must be forced to ac- 
knowledge that it was not accepted, and the 
second plan was impossible of execution be- 
cause Mr. Westmoreland, as Roland McGrew 
had already reported, had wisely left town, 
and his whereabouts were unknown. 

What was to be done under the circum- 
stances ? 
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As Douglas stood pondering on the course 
to follow, the adjutant's call sounded loud and 
clear on the parade in front of his quarters, 
and he flung the letter into a drawer, locked 
the bureau carefully, and descended to the 
porch. 

" Did you get the registered letter which I 
left on your chiffonier? " asked Gertrude. 

" Registered 7 " said Douglas iu surprise. 

" Yes ; the big letter with a seal and with 
typewritten address." 

" Oh, yes — yes," said Douglas, starting, and 
for the first time he realized that the envel- 
ope bore the marks of registration. 

" I was anxious," said Gertrude, " because 
I signed for it when it came, knowing that 
you would be home at about this hour. Did 
it contain anything of importance 7 " 

Douglas shifted, and the color left bis face. 
A realization of the position in which this 
arch trader in men's lives bad placed him 
was beginning to dawn upon his mind. His 
lister's name had been coupled with his own 
in the official reception of a letter containing 
a $26,000 bribe. 

The crashing music of the band enabled 
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Douglas to evade further questions, and the 
interest of all three was soon centered on the 
spectacle on the parade-ground in front. 

Roderick was enjoying a short leave, and 
as Douglas was on detached service, both 
might be quiet spectators of a function in 
which they had so many times participated as 
cadets in the same company at West Point. 
Since the great day on which they had left 
the old Academy, fortune had carried them to 
widely separated fields. Roderick, although 
a star graduate and entitled to assignment to 
the engineer corps, had chosen to cast his lot 
with the line and to share the fate of the in- 
fantry, the solid backbone of the army. Per- 
haps association with Douglas had infiuenced 
his choice, for the latter's narratives of service 
in the Philippines had created a desire to 
march with the great column of riSes, to share 
the pains and know the power, to feel the suf- 
fering and participate in the glory of the sol- 
diers who decide the fate of every battle-field 
— the infantrymen. 

As yet no opportunity had come to Roderick 
to fight for his country, but every day of his 
service increased his confidence in the arm he 
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had chosen, and confirmed his faith in the 
supremacy of the rifleman. 

" The makei's of history, the salvation of 
the republic," said he to Douglas, his eyes 
fixed on the solid ranks standing mute and 
quiet as statuary, arms at the order. 

Douglas nodded, and as the band played, 
the bugles sounded, and the solid ranks 
marched to the inspiring strains of martial 
music the two friends talked of their expe- 
rience and Gertrude listened with rapt atten- 
tion to her " wonderful " brother and his 
equally " wonderful " comrade in arms. 

Rory accepted an urgent invitation to re- 
main for the night, and after a quiet dinner 
with the little family, Swayne with his bride 
and Bobby MacGregor were called on the 
'phone and asked to coii;o over for the even- 
ing. 

AH responded with delight and a half hour 
after dinner the parlor was filled with a happy, 
noisy group. 

The unwelcome letter which lay concealed 
in an up-stairs drawer was forgotten, the seri- 
ous consequences which might result from 
the plot to secure acceptance of the bid of 
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Jacobs, Sharp & Co. were ignored, and Doug* 
las was a boy again with his close and trust- 
worthy friends. 

Gertrude had been at home from college but 
a short time, and only that day Douglas had 
found it practicable on his slender salary to 
place a piano in the parlor for the benefit of 
Gertrude's friends who were now habitual 
callers. Douglas knew that she had developed 
some talent while away from home, but as yet 
he was ignorant of her true ability. He had 
never heard her sing or play. His surprise 
was keen, therefore, and his delight un- 
measured when he beheld her seated at the 
new piano, convulsing her friends with comic 
songs and stirring them with the love ballads 
and folk songs of bygone days. 

Her voice lacked the richness and power of 
Alice Dryden's, but her wineomeness and art 
of mimicry were unsurpassed. She possessed 
the gift of singing directly to her hearers. 
Whoever fell within the range of her sparkling 
eyes felt that her smile was for him, her song 
for him, that of all persons in the world he 
alone inspired the mirth, the coquetry or the . 
gallantry of the theme, and perhaps no one 
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enjoyed the performance so much as Roderick 
O'Connor. He maneuvered Bobby from the 
favored chair at the corner of the piano and 
devoted himself to the pretty little singer until 
Mrs. Swayne decided it was absolutely neces> 
eary " to take Hory away, before he attempts 
to tell the story of his young life and to ask 
for a photo." 

" I think we better have something at which 
more than two can play," suggested Bobby in 
despair. 

Gertrude closed the piano and all repaired 
to the kitchen. A few lemons were found, 
some cake, a half loaf of bread, some sardines 
and a dish of potato salad. All was complete 
except the mayonnaise sauce, which Bobby 
MacGregor agreed to make. Everybody 
helped, and somehow Bobby manufactured 
the finished product, and with plate in hand 
each member of the party filed out to the din- 
ing-room and sat down to a pleasant little re- 
past. Bobby and Rory entertained the com- 
pany with side-splitting stories of their cadet 
adventures, and after washing the dishes, the 
party broke up in high good humor at 11 p. m. 

Douglas and Rory bade the family good- 
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night and retired to their room. Then the 
subject which weighed so heavily on our 
young friend's mind demanded utterance, and 
he unloclied the drawer, drew out the check 
from its safe hiding place, and laid it before 
his friend and classmate. History was repeat- 
ing itself. During the four eventful years of 
his life at the Military Academy Douglas had 
frequently been forced to turn to Roderick, 
his brilliant classmate, for advice and counsel, 
and with equal eagerness he sought the help 
of his more gifted associate in this emergency. 

" Where in the name of all that is sacred 
did you get this? " exclaimed Roderick as he 
noted the amount written across the face 
of the check. " Have you been robbing a 
bank ? " 

"No," said Douglas, " a bank seems to be 
trying to buy me for the purpose of robbing 
the government. Listen to my story." 

Douglas drew from the drawer the maps, 
notes and sketches which pertained to the sub- 
ject, and laid them on the table. Clearly and 
concisely he narrated the story of his detail in 
the office of the chief quartermaster, the open- 
ing of the bids, the visit of Mr. Westmoreland 
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to his office, and the pledge he had given to 
Benedict to assist him regardless of conse- 
quences should his assistance be necessary in 
the prosecation of some big intereste which 
Benedict thought were behind this scheme to 
rob the city of millions. 

" I did not believe him when he said that 
the situation might become dangerous for me, 
but when I bought the evening paper this 
thing caught my eye. Look." 

Douglas pushed the copy of the evening 
paper across the table to Rory, who read with 
puzzled face. 

" I am unable to see anything in this," said 
Rory, "except a very badly garbled story by a 
very cheap reporter who probably thinks he is 
making a scoop." 

" But when I arrived, as you remember, I 
found waiting for me this registered letter con- 
taining a check for $25,000 ; don't you see 
the connection ? 

"Somebody must have given the story to 
the reporter to prepare the public mind," con- 
tinued Douglas, " and the same person at the 
same time must have sent me this check. 
Whoever sent it has taken care to secure an 
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official acknowledgment that I received the 
communication." 

" I see," said Rory. " You stand convicted 
aa a grafter, and unless you see that the bid is 
accepted, the firm behind this steal will abow 
you up in the press as a bleeder of honest 
business men." 

" That seems to be the unpleasant truth, 
and, worst of all, Gertrude signed for the 
letter." 

Bory nodded. " We will have to handle 
the ease so as to keep her name completely 
out of it. No doubt it was planned to have 
the letter arrive during your absence from 
home so as to involve your family in the hope 
of intimidating you. It is often just as em- 
barrassing to be accused of an offense as it is 
to be guilty of the offense, and these people 
thoroughly know the game. The question is, 
with what weapons should we fight them ? " 

" How would it do to employ their own 
tactics? To call up the Associated Press 
and give them the full details and let the 
check be copied and the whole thing exposed 
in the morning papers ? " 

" And what would you expose ? " 
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" Westmoreland." 

" What can you prove that he has done T 
He avoided actually offering you a bribe, you 
aay ; there were no witnesses to your conver- 
satioD, and there is absolutely nothing to 
show that he sent you this check. The signa- 
ture is unreadable, but it certainly bears no 
resemblance to the name of your dear friend, 
Westmoreland." 

" Who had the good taste to leave town," 
said Douglas. 

" How do you know that ? " 

Douglas related the story of Roland 
McQrew's connection with the case, and how 
the boy had kept him informed of the where- 
abouts of Mr. Westmoreland. 

" He can be of great service to us," said 
Rory. " We can do nothing until we know 
who signed that check, and then I think you 
will be forced to prosecute with vigor. These 
people have taken the initiative. They know 
that nothing is so serious to an officer as an 
imputation of dishonesty, and they are will- 
ing to sacrifice you or any one else to force 
through their big steal. You will have to 
prosecute publicly in order to save yourself." 
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Douglas mopped his face. Through the 
long campaign in the Philippines he had, 
without faltering, faced dangers which tried 
the courage of the bravest men in ranks, but 
now he was pitted against an enemy who 
fought with strange weapons and according 
to plans with which he was entirely un- 
familiar. In the presence of such an 
enemy he felt as helpless as the giant 
blind man who wakes in the night with the 
realization that he is alone in a burning 
building. 

Up to this time he had regarded the situa- 
tion with annoyance and disgust, but now as 
the details unfolded themselves he was seized 
with deep alarm. Benedict had said, "These 
people will hesitate at nothing. They have 
committed enough crimes to put them all 
behind the bars for years on top of years, 
and they are not going to temporize now 
when they see the opportunity for accom- 
plishing the greatest financial enterprise they 
have ever planned." 

Douglas might well feel anxious. He sat 
gazing intently at the floor. The slow tread 
of the sentry sounded in cadenced strokes 
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upon the sidewalk and died away as the loyal 
watcher passed on to the north. 

A slight creaking sound came to his eara. 
Douglas glanced up at Roderick. The latter 
was gazing intently straight to the front, but 
his expression had completely changed. His 
face had the tense, drawn look which, in spite 
of all efforts at control, almost invariably 
overspreads the countenance of men in the 
presence of danger. 

Rory bent slowly forward and said in a low 
tone, " Have you a pistol, Dug ? " 

" Yes." 

" Loaded ? " 

"Yes. Why?" 

" Look in the mirror of your bureau." 

Douglas shifted his chair unconcernedly. 
His eyes following the direction indicated, fell 
upon the mirror in which the rear window of 
the room was reflected. Nothing was visible 
for a moment. Then the chills crept over him 
like pulsating electric currents, as he dimly 
outlined the form of a man close to the win- 
dow and apparently watching every move. 
The breeze gently blew the curtains about and 
as they tossed aside uncovering the view, 
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Douglas saw the form approach the win- 
dow-pane, and with a shudder beheld a 
black mask with a pair of glittering eyes be- 
hind it. 

Have you ever felt your flesh all turn to 
goose quills and the hair bristle on top of your 
head with sense of impending danger ? Have 
you ever suddenly found yourself about to 
tread upon a poisonous reptile ? If not, you 
cannot appreciate the sensation which thrilled 
the young officer as he sat gazing at the spec- 
tacle outlined in his mirror. His back was 
partially turned to the window and from the 
manner of the watcher who had just pressed 
his face against the pane Douglas judged that 
he had received no warning that his presence 
had been discovered. 

" He must have climbed to the balcony over 
the porch by means of a ladder," said Doug- 
las in a low tone. " We could capture him 
right now, but I do not want to startle mother 
and Gertrude." 

" Let me have the gun," said Rory, " and 
I'll slip down-stairs to the foot of the ladder. 
As soon as I get there, throw open the window 
and land one of your old time punches square 
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OQ that mask. I'll do the rest when your 
friend reaches the ground." 

" No," said Douglas. " Thieves seldom go 
alone. There is probably another, and you 
might get the worst of it. We'll both go 
down. I'll get my revolver from the closet 
behind me. You may take the gun. I pre- 
fer the heavy bludgeon I used to employ in 
kitting rattlesnakes up in the Shawanguuks." 

Douglas rose leisurely, threw off his coat as 
if preparing for bed, and entered his closet 
while Rory stepped out on the landing. In a 
moment Douglas joined him, slippingthe big 
army six-shooter into his hand and leading 
the way down-stairs two steps at a time. 
Swinging the front door open the two young 
men stepped out upon the porch and tiptoed 
toward the steps. 

" There be goes," whispered Douglas, as he 
saw a dark form slip noiselessly away from 
the foot of the ladder. " Don't shoot. We 
must capture him." 

In one leap Douglas turned the corner of 
the house and saw the flying flgure running 
like a deer not thirty paces away. 

" Halt I " yelled Douglas. " Halt, or I'll 
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fire I " But the call merely spurred the run- 
ner to a new burst of speed, and Douglas 
leaped after him determined to stop him, for 
none but a trained sprinter could hope to out- 
run him if the race could last for but a few 
moments. 

Through the yard of the house the trio sped 
to the road leading back of officers' quarters, 
where a clear stretch seemed to ofier no escape 
from a test of speed and endurance. 

The terrific patter of feet resounding through 
the darkness brought to the ears of the flying 
fugitive the realization that he must be caught 
in an open race. He had outdistanced " cops" 
witbout difQculty, eluded plain clothes men, 
and plied his trade in defiance of all attempts 
to capture him, but in one swift glance over 
his shoulder he saw that flight from the pair 
behind him was hopeless. 

" Go it, Dug," grunted Rory. " I'll shoot if 
you say so." 

" Don't shoot," said Douglas between his 
teeth. " We can outrun him." 

The words had scarcely been uttered when 
the fugitive whirled to the right, disappeared 
through an open gate in the high wall in rear 
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of quarters, closed the gate with a bang, and 
shot home the bolt oa the inside. 

A second later Douglas was tearing furiously 
at the gate while the fugitive was flying across 
the soft grass plots down the officers' line to 
safety. 

Stepping back, Douglas prepared to scale 
the wall, but Roderick seized him by the arm. 
" What did you do with the check ? " he 



" Left it on the table." 

" Go back, go back quickly and get it. I'll 
cut around the corner and try to catch our 
man," and Rory was off like a greyhound. 

The danger to which he was exposing his 
precious evidence against Westmoreland had 
completely escaped Douglas, but with Rory's 
question all the warnings which Benedict had 
suggested to him came back like a flash of 
light. 

Without a word he turned back toward his 
quarters at a lively trot, but as the conse- 
quences of his indiscretion suggested them- 
selves to his mind he broke into a run and 
reached his porch almost breathless. 

With a leap at his heart he noted the ladder 
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resting against the balcony, the window wide 
open, and a. dark shadow silhouetted against 
the curtain on the inside. On his tiptoes he 
sped to the top of the stairs and gently thrust 
open the door. A heavy-set man, masked like 
the first, whirled about and faced him at the 
side of the table. In his left hand he held 
the check and with a lightning-like motion of 
the right he reached for the switch to extin- 
guish the light. 

Like a panther Douglas sprang forward, 
forgetting all danger in his frantic desire to 
recover the check and hold his evidence 
against Westmoreland. The club which he 
gripped in his left hand was forgotten, and as 
the light went out, Douglas drove his clenched 
fist with all his strength into the face of the 
intruder. 

Back into the corner reeled the man with a 
low grunt of pain, and Douglas closed upon 
him, seizing his left wrist with a grip like 
steel. His disengaged hand closed upon the 
end of the check, and with all his strength he 
tried to pry open the stubby fingers which 
held it as if in a vice. Scarcely had the 
struggle begun when Douglas felt the shock 
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of a tremendous blow, and rolled headlong to 
the floor. 

A few moments later he was sitting in a 
chair, hazily grasping the situation. Rory 
O'Connor was mopping the blood from hia 
face, while on the table lay the check, torn 
raggedly across the end. 

Douglas looked up and laughed almost 
hysterically. 

"I see I got more than my half," he said, 
" both in the parts of the check and in the 
exchange of punches." 

" Yes," laughed Rory, patting him on the 
back, " you got more than you dreamed of," 
and Rory held up the check with black finger 
prints on both sides. " The paint on the 
ladder was not quite dry, and, oh, you Bertil- 
lon, look at the marks left all over the room. 
Dug, old scout, we've got a clue even though 
the blacklegs got away clean." 
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A VISIT TO A PROMINENT BANKING HOUSE 

When Douglas beheld the evil face peeriDg 
through his bedroom window hia first impres- 
sion was that he had discovered a sneak-thief 
who had decided to burglarize his quarters. 
It did not occur to him that such thieves take 
big risks only when they feel quite sure that 
the risks are warranted by the stakes for 
which they are playing, and that the quarters 
of a poor second lieutenant of the United 
States Army offer a very small prospect for 
profitable loot. Upon looking over the 
premises, the first-class thief is sure to note 
that a sentinel trained and ordered to shoot 
and armed with a repeating rifle, capable of 
firing five aimed shots while a man runs less 
than two hundred yards, is constantly march- 
ing around the officers' quarters at night, and 
that while the chances of discovery are very 
much greater than in raids upon the quarters 
of civilians, the chances of big prizes are 
104 
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immeaaurably less. The thief prefers to fatten 
on richer pastures, and only a compelling 
motive or certain knowledge of the interior 
of a building such as may be acquired by a 
household employee will induce a burglar 
to hazard entering an officer's quarters. 

This thought did not occur to Douglas, but 
it did occur to the keener mind of Roderick 
O'Connor, and caused him to urge Douglas 
to return to bis room for the purpose of guard- 
ing the check which he had so thoughtlessly 
thrown on the table. Douglas had arrived in 
the very nick of time, and the subsequent in- 
spection of the room left no doubt aa to the 
object of the raid. 

" You see," said Roderick, " nothing has 
been disturbed. There were two men, at least 
two, as you suggested, and while we chased 
the one who was standing guard at the foot 
of the ladder, the other fellow crept through 
the window and made straight for the thing 
he was after — the check ; and what does this 
suggest? Naturally, that he was sent here by 
your friend Westmoreland to get the check. 

"No doubt he had orders not to kill you 
because Westmoreland wants you to live, and 
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you can thaak him now for having merely a 
badly swollen jaw instead of a knife in your 
chest. 

" Having ascertained that the registered 
letter had been duly receipted for, the next 
maneuver would be to get back the check and 
prevent you from finding out the identity 
of the writer provided he thought you in- 
tended to prosecute or felt that you could not 
be bribed." 

" But my return not only spoiled that game, 
but gave us an additional clue." 

Douglas rose and examined the window. 
On the sill was the full print of four stubby 
fingers in such position as to make It certain 
that the partial impression of the left hand 
had been secured. The ladder was resting 
against the porch, and the corporal of the 
guard with the relief stood talking to the 
sentinel below. 

" Take your post here, and watch the house. 
Don't let nobody come near. Them 'ere's 
your orders." 

" Klondyke Jones," said Douglas to himself 
with a chuckle. "The 'ole sojer' has been 
made a corporal at last." 
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" I ran into the sentinel," explained Roder- 
ick, " and aaked him if he had seen or heard 
any one pass. That is why they happen to 
know something is amiss up here." 

" Corporal Jones," called Douglas. 

" Yes, sir." 

" Wait a moment." 

Douglas tiptoed down-stairs and the "ole 
sojer," standing at rigid attention, snapped up 
his left hand to the rifle salute. 

" I have no authority to give orders, cor- 
poral, but if you are putting a sentinel over 
the house I would like to explain that no one 
should touch that ladder or come close enough 
to the house to cover up any footprints that 
may have been left by the fellow who was 
here." 

" They won't be nobody get near, sir," said 
the corporal. " If the critter comes back here 
he won't leave no more footprints nowhere." 

Corporal Jones saluted with great precision, 
and turned to the " extry " sentinel he was 
posting. His language was far from elegant, 
but when he finished instructing the sentinel 
there was no doubt that Corporal Jones wanted 
that post guarded, and guarded " proper." 
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" Right shoulder arms I For'ard, march I " 

The relief moved off up the sidewalk and 
the sentinel slowly walked hia post around 
the house which would be the center of inter- 
est to every one in the garrison at dawn, for 
the news would spread like wild-fire through 
the barracks, and from barracks to quarters, 
even before the officers had descended for 
breakfast. 

As Douglas watched the relief march away, 
a flood of reminiscences came back to his mind 
— his arrival in the Philippines as a recruit 
and his assignment to the squad of which 
Private "Klondyke" Jones was a member 
and Corporal Jim Casey was the chief. The 
" ole sojer " had been his staunch friend from 
the first, as whole-souled, honest, and fearless a 
warrior as ever shouldered a rifle. 

What a campaign they had prosecuted 
together and how honest and truly exalted 
had been the motives which impelled them to 
suffer the frightful heat, the pangs of hunger 
and thirst, to march with bleeding feet 
through jungle and swamp where every for- 
ward step brought anguish to the flesh and a 
deeper sense of danger to the dizzy brain. 
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Yet they went on. " And so I will go on now," 
mused Douglas as he ran his hand over his 
bruised face. " Benedict made no mistake. 
There ia plenty of danger in this game, but 
I'll take the same chance we used to take in 
a charge on a hostile trench in the Philippines. 
We will fight this out to the end." 

Douglas turned and walked back to hia 
room. 

Rory was still gazing at the check. 

" It's a great clue," said he. " We must 
get the distinguished gentleman who wrote it 
and send him to jail to break stones with the 
fellow who left his finger prints upon the 
face of it. I have been thinking that we had 
better take it to-morrow morning to your 
friend Benedict, and start the prosecution 
without a moment's delay. There is nothing 
like taking the initiative, and forcing the 
other fellow to play to your lead. What do 
you say ? " 

" That is so clearly the correct thing to do 
that it seems strange I did not think of it 
before," replied Douglas, " We'll put the 
whole thing in Benedict's hands and prosecute 
to a finish. He will realize that here is the 
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chance of hia life to beat the combination, and 
should he bring the promoters to justice his 
success would make him the biggest man on 
the Pacific Coast. I agreed to help if I could ; 
now comes my. chance, and I wilt take it. 
That is the plan, without a doubt. We prepare 
for immediate attack." 

He slapped Rory on the back in high glee. 
The situation had suddenly changed for him. 
Instead of feeling the dread and uncertainty 
which saps the strength of the man on the 
defensive he suddenly realized the power of 
the offensive, the power of the man who looks 
forward, not backward, who no longer medi- 
tates upon the consequences but goes forward 
fearlessly, resolutely, breaking down resistance 
and carrying consternation to the heart of his 
antagonist. 

Douglas placed hia check in an envelope, 
placed the envelope underneath his pillow 
with a loaded six-shooter beside it, and he 
and Rory turned in for the night. With 
Corporal " Klondyke " Jones on guard there 
was no cause for further worry, and both were 
asleep in a few minutes. 

The BUD was an hour high the next mom- 
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ing when Douglas awoke and gently slid out 
of bed. In the next room Roderick was 
sleeping soundly, and as there was no occasion 
to arouse him Douglas dressed quietly and 
went to the 'phone. 

" Let me have F Company," he said to the 
operator. 
" Hello, is that you, Hartford ? " 
" Have you your camera ready for work t " 
" Well, I would like to have you come over 
at half-past eight this morning to take some 
photographs." 

Douglas hung up the receiver and went out 
upon the porch with note-book, pencil and 
small triangular ruler. The young sentinel 
on duty brought his rifle to the present and 
gazed admiringly at the black lump upon the 
side of the lieutenant's face. To the young 
soldier the " lieutenant " who had routed an 
armed burglar and chased him in headlong 
flight from the post was a hero of no small 
proportions. The narrative had grown during 
the night until the participants in the en- 
counter would not have recognized the original 
incident as the subject of the story. 
Quite unconscious of the admiration which 
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he inspired, Douglas moved out upon the 
lawn and carefully examined the ground 
beneath the window. There were no well-de- 
fined marks upon the graasy surface. He 
moved around the corner of the building and 
there, close beside the walk at the base of a 
patch of shrubbery, lay a pair of badly worn 
shoes, while beyond was the print of a foot in 
the soft earth near the rear gate. 

" The fellow we chased," thought Douglas, 
and he stopped and accurately measured the 
dimensions of the footprint, recording the 
measurements in his note-hook. No other 
marks could be found, and with his shoes, 
corresponding clearly in size with the print 
of the foot, Douglas returned to the ladder. 

" There are the clear prints of the fingers 
in the soft black paint," mused Douglas, " the 
invaluable clue to the identity of the fellow 
who packs away such a fearful punch in his 
right fist." 

Douglas went back to his room, shaved 
and dressed, and with Rory came down to 
breakfast. 

Gertrude and his mother were awaiting 
them in the parlor, terrified over the news 
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that had just come to them from Mrs. Brady, 
the loyal housekeeper for the AtweiU since 
their arrival at Fort McDowell. 

Not a sound had been heard, and the dis- 
covery that Douglas had fought the man in 
his room, " had chased him out of the post," 
as the story ran, filled them with consternatioa 
and dread. 

" You didn't think you ever saw the man 
before, Douglas?" asked Mrs. Atwell cau- 
tiously. 

" No," said Douglas hesitatingly. " I didn't 
recognize the man," but his eyes had a far- 
away look and back in the deep recesses of 
his brain memory unconsciously seemed to be 
striving to reconstruct the past. 

Before breakfast was over, two reporters 
were elbowing their way into the house, and 
Douglas was striving to tell them as little as 
possible of the events of the night. Only 
Rory and Douglas knew of the receipt of the 
check, and the object of the burglary was left 
to the active imagination of the reporter. 

Hartford, the company clerk and amateur 
photographer of the post, arrived at 8:30 
o'clock and carefully photographed the finger 
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prints upon the ladder and on the window 
sill, and so much of the check as showed the 
finger prints and the signature of the drawee, 
the rest being covered by a slip of paper as a 
measure of precaution. Then Douglas in- 
structed Hartford to develop the films in 
private, to tell no one about the matter, and 
under no circumstances to permit any one but 
himself to examine the prints. 

The ladder was removed to the cellar, the 
shoes were packed away, and Rory and 
Douglas set out for the office. 

" I want you to see my young sleuth, 
Roland McGrew," said Douglas, as they ap- 
proached the Phelan Building. " He knows 
nearly every hard character in San Francisco, 
and we may get yeoman service from him in 
searching for our man." 

" Morning papers I Buy the morning 
papers 1 " came the bell-like chant, roughened 
and brazened somewhat by the strain de- 
manded to rise above the uproar of the street. 

" So that's your Sherlock Holmes? " laughed 
Rory as he saw the red head and freckled 
face of the shabby little newsboy. '* Why 
didn't you get something young ? " 
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" Qood-morning, Roland," said Douglas ; 
" any news 7 " 

The newsboy's eyes measured Rory in one 
of those critical glances full of caution and 
suspicion which waifs of the street acquire in 
that fierce struggle for life which makes them 
rate every one as prey, or preyed. 

" He's all right," said Douglas, smiling, and 
indicating his companion. 

Roland was slowly getting out a newspaper, 
and as he handed it to Douglas he said in a 
low tone, " The guy who is standing on the 
corner is laying for you. Watch out." 

Douglas stopped at the door and turned 
quickly. 

The eyes of the man on the corner were 
fixed upon him with an intensity which left 
no doubt that the malevolence in his criminal 
face was directed at him. 

" My little Sherlock has an eye, eh, Rory T " 
said Douglas as he reached the office. 

" He certainly has," replied Rory thought* 
fully. " Bless me if I ever looked into such 
a face as that across the street, and we would 
have missed him if your little Sherlock had 
not cautioned us." 
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Douglas took the envelope from his pocket, 
saw that the check was there, and banded it 
to Rory, who left at once to find Benedict and 
report the case to him. 

Douglas entered the drafting room and at 
once went to work. At nine o'clock he re- 
ported to the chief quartermaster, received his 
instructions and resumed operations on the 
plan outlined to him. 

The plans for a larger garrison for the 
Presidio were under consideration and the 
relation between the water supply and the sew- 
age system of the post and that of San Fran- 
cisco led him to study the whole structure of 
the city with the most minute attention. 

There lay the poor district in the poorest 
section of which Roland McGrew had his 
miserable home ; so close to it that one could 
imagine such proximity impossible lay the 
business section in the most prosperous part 
of which stood the towering office building in 
which Westmoreland hatched his schemes. 

Douglas traced a pencil down the streets, 
and made a cross mark at the intersection 
where stood the bank of Shelton, Love & Co., 
upon which the $25,000 check had been 
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drawn. His eyes rested upon it with in- 
creasing fascination, and again and again he 
traced out a cross at the intersection of the 
streets, vaguely wondering what might be the 
outcome of this singular situation. Had he 
been able to look into the future for a period 
of but a few days, he would have seen the 
whole drama of his life suddenly changing on 
the very spot which he was now marking 
upon the map. But it is not givea to man to 
look into the future. He threw the map 
aside and resumed his work, but it was im- 
possible to keep his mind off the events which 
had crowded so closely into the experiences of 
the last two days. 

Westmoreland — where had he seen him, or 
had he ever seen him before? 

Back into his mind floated the image of the 
great throng at Franklin Field. He saw the 
struggling teams panting, fighting desperately 
for the mastery which hung in the balance ; 
he lived again through the moments of that 
great dash which carried the ball through a 
broken field until a flying tackle brought him 
down with a crash, his collar-bone broken, his 
hopes of victory gone. As he was carried 
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from the fi»ld he seemed to recall the features 
of Westmoreland, but the background would 
not be defined. He could not remember. 

However uncertain the past, there could be 
no doubt about the present, or the intentions 
for the future. The bid must be rejected, and 
Westmoreland must be prosecuted, and he 
and hia associates must suffer the full penalty 
of the law if it were possible to impose it. 

It was therefore with badly disturbed mind 
that Douglas plodded away at his work until 
the office clock recorded the hour of high 
noon, and he seized hia hat and dashed down- 
stairs. 

Faithful to his instructions, Hartford was 
waiting for him at the door with the de- 
veloped photographs of the finger prints and 
check, and with these safely tucked away in 
his pocket, Douglas hurried down the crowded 
walks of Market Street to the bank building 
marked on the map in his office with a cross, 
where Rory and Benedict were awaiting his 
arrival. 

" We have talked it all over," said Benedict, 
"and have decided to make an effort to find 
the name of the man who wrote the check. 
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Are you ready to let me go ahead and use 
such measures as I see fit 7 " 

" Go ahead," said Douglas. " The case is 
in your hands." 

"Very well," said Benedict; "wait a mo- 
ment I " He stepped to the cashier's window. 
" Is Mr. Love in ? " 

"He'll be here in a moment, sir; step into 
the private office and I will tell him you wish 
to see him." 

Benedict led the way into the beautifully 
furnished room in which Mr. Love transacted 
more business each day than all the bankers 
of a dozen little towns to the north and south 
of San Francisco. 

The group had scarcely taken seats when 
the door opened and Mr. Love stepped in. 

" Glad to see you, Mr. Benedict. What can 
I do for you to-day ? " he said in the strict 
businesslike way which impelled promptness 
on the part of the most sluggish. 

Benedict did not take time to introduce 
Douglas or Rory, but proceeded at once to 
the object of his business. 

" I have a check which I want to present 
to you," said Benedict, carefully avoiding any 
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reference to a desire to secure payment 
" The amount is large, and I thought it best 
to come to you in peraon." 

" Yes ; what is the amount ? " said Mr. Love. 

" Twenty-five thousand dollars." 

Just the faintest suspicion of a smile came 
to Mr. Love's lips, and his hands shifted to 
the arms of bis chair. His whole attitude 
was one of cautious reserve. 

" The amount will give us no diflBculty if 
the check is properly drawn." 

" If it is drawn by a party whose signature 
you recognize and whose account is good for 
the amount of the check, of course you will 
honor it?" 

Mr. Love nodded. 

Benedict laid the mutilated check upon the 
table, and Douglas held his breath. There 
seemed to be no reason why the identity of 
the person who drew the check should not be 
revealed the next moment. 

Mr. Love adjusted his glasses and gazed 
intently at the torn and crumpled fragment 
of paper with its finger prints on both sides, 
and with a little nervous twitch of the face he 
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" Just a moment," said he, but Benedict's 
heavy band was upon his arm. 

"I cannot let that check leave my posses- 
sion," said be. " Had I desired to transact 
business in public I would have gone direct to 
the paying teller's window. I wanted my inter- 
view to be unobserved. Hence my presence in 
your private office. Is the check all right? " 

Mr. Love sank back in his chair, restrain- 
ing his emotions by that masterful self-control 
which, coupled with his genius for business, 
had made him one of the leading young 
bankers of San Francisco. His eyes were 
gazing steadily into vacancy as he said, " Yes, 
the check is all right." 

" Payable — now ? " asked Benedict. 

Mr. Love's face twitched slightly. " No," 
said he; "certain conditions must be guaran- 
teed before payment can be made." 

"Exactly," said Benedict. "Now please 
tell me where I may find the signer of the 
check in order that I may learn the conditions 
which must be guaranteed." 

"Entirely unnecessary," said Mr. Love. 
" I am authorized to state the conditions 
under which the check will be paid." 
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" And what are the conditions ? " 

" The check will be paid on presentation of 
suitable proof that the bid of Jacobs, Sharp 
& Co. will be accepted by the government." 

" I regret I cannot deal with you in this 
matter," said Benedict. " I must meet the 
gentleman in person who signed the check." 

" Impossible," said Mr. Love, emphatically. 
" He cannot be interviewed on the subject." 

Benedict rose and placed the check in his 
pocket. "Then you may tell the gentleman," 
said he, " that the bid will be rejected as soon 
as the necessary formalities can be complied 
with." 
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A CLOSER VIEW OF THE MAN ON THE COBNEB 

Benedict rose aa he made his anDounce* 
ment to Mr. Love and prepared to leave the 
room. He wished his statement to carry with 
it all the appearances of a final decision, thus 
forcing the banking house to reveal the name 
of the signer of the note or to risk failure of 
the enterprise. If he had expected to see Mr. 
Love weaken in his determination, he was 
disappointed. The latter nodded, rose with 
equal promptness and pushed open the private 
door of his office. The movement revealed 
the interior of a handsomely furnished room, 
but it also revealed the grim and startled face 
of one who had been pressing his ear close to 
the crack and listening to every word that 
had been uttered. 

" Westmoreland," whispered Douglas, as he 
gripped Benedict by the arm. " Did you see 
him ? " 

128 
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"Yes," aaid Benedict, passing into the main 
hall. " I knew somebody was listening." 

" What shall we do? Arrest him ? " 

" My dear boy," said Benedict, '* don't 
anticipate your signals. Never start your 
play until you are reasonably certain you are 
ready. There is no specific charge against 
Westmoreland yet." 

They had reached the door of the bank 
and were passing into the street and Douglas 
hesitated as to the best course to follow. He 
had seen Westmoreland, but the latter had 
also seen him or knew he was present. It 
was useless to attempt disguising his move- 
ments ; both sides could guess fairly well the 
course pursued by the other, but Benedict had 
endeavored to conceal the true object of his 
visit to the bank. 

Accustomed to believe that all men have 
their price, Westmoreland was, in all prob- 
ability, in doubt only as to what the price 
might be. In fact he was likely to consider 
the visit to the bank as the first evidence of a 
willingness to make terms. It was upon this 
that Benedict figured in considering his course 
of action. 
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*' We will have lunch together," said he, 
and the three young men turned up Market 
Street. 

" Morning papers — all the morning papers," 
came the shrill call of a young voice. 

Douglas smiled and glanced toward Rod- 
erick. 

" Give me a ' Journal,' Roland," said 
Douglas. 

" The guy is following," whispered Roland, 
as he handed over the paper and leisurely 
sauntered down the street in the wake of the 
three stalwart fellows, piping out his unceas- 
ing call, and ever shifting his watchful gaze 
to catch the meaning of every look and gesture 
about him. Food and life depended on his 
quick interpretation of the intentions of the 
men about him, and he had grown by intuition 
to read the face of passers-by with more cer- 
tainty than most boys read the printed page 
of a book. Not a movement of the man who 
followed the group along Market Street had 
escaped his observation, nor would the memory 
of his malicious face ever be obliterated from 
the lad's active mind. He kept his place be- 
tween the pursued and the pursuer and as- 
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sured himself that no word of conversation 
could reach the ears of the leathern-visaged 
creature who was following. 

" The situation is like this," said Benedict. 
" The check is good. It is backed by the 
most solid capital of San Francisco and Mr. 
Love is personally interested — perhaps vitally. 
He knows all about the circumstances under 
which the check was drawn, and when he 
rose to take the check inside his office he was 
merely maneuvering for a chance to see West- 
moreland and decide on what was best to do. 
The finger-marks did not escape his observa- 
tion and Westmoreland already knows the 
condition in which the check was shown. 
He cannot be sure that the finger-marks were 
left by his man, but you can rest assured that 
we must show no disposition to fight in the 
open until we get the fellows jailed who were 
in your room, and also that when we make 
arrests we must simultaneously get every one 
concerned in the scheme." 

They had reached the restaurant and were 
passing through the door when Roland 
McQrew sauntered by, singing out his news- 
boy's call, and took up his post on the oppo- 
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site side of the street, bouncing a little rubber 
ball, seeming to see nothing, but seeing every- 
thiog. 

Douglas took a seat facing the door, in 
order that he might observe all that was 
passing in the street, vhile Benedict and 
Rory sat opposite to him. The former re- 
sumed conversation at once. 

"We must decide upon a plan," said he. 
" I must create the impression that the bribe 
will be accepted, but insist on meeting the 
man who signed the check. 1 have a friend 
among the clerks who can probably find out 
the identity of the signer. If you give me a 
photo of the signature, I will get him to 
examine the book, but the thing to do now 
is to arrange for locating the fellows whose 
finger prints you secured. Have you the 
photographs 7 " 

" In my pocket," said Douglas. " Here is 
one of the check, with finger prints, signature 
and everything except that my name has been 
cut out." 

" Good. Then let us drop over to police 
headquarters immediately after lunch and 
look up the records." 
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" Dandy," said Roderick. " The case is 
waxing interesting. I am going to apply 
for an extension of leave and see this thing 
through." 

" I don't know whether any finger records 
exist at police headquarters, but it is just 
possible that we might find our friends tabu- 
lated as precisely as if they were registered in 
the telephone directory." 

The sharp call of Roland McGrew was 
sounding again across the street. 

Douglas reached out his foot and pressed it 
sharply on the toe of his attorney friend. 
The " shadow " was entering the front door of 
the restaurant. 

Benedict was not the kind of man who 
needs a current of ten amperes and one hun- 
dred volts to tell him that something is 
happening. His cautious glance at Douglas 
assured him that the danger was immediate, 
and that some one was entering whose identity 
was important. 

" As I was saying," he went on, as if in con- 
tinuation of the previous conversation, "the 
weather was fine when we reached the woods, 
and we camped that night in a little shack in 
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the heart of the Adiroodacks," and Benedict 
went on to narrate a thrilling story without 
apparent break in the continuity of his theme. 
The ingenious transition was not only highly 
amusing, but it gave Douglas an opportunity 
to study the sinister looking person who had 
just taken his seat at the next table. 

Seldom does one see such a character. He 
was nearly six feet tall, muscled like a woods- 
man, and yellow as saffron. His skin had 
the appearance of tanned leather, and his 
clean-shaven face the soulless expression of 
one who has long since parted company with 
any sentiment of humanity. His eyebrows 
rose to an apex at the center and drooped 
down at the corners over deep-set brown eyes 
which had the yellow bloodshot look which 
one frequently sees in the eye of the negro. 
His bald forehead and crown sloped back- 
ward without appreciable change of curva- 
ture, forming a peaked head, so flat in the 
back that the neck seemed to continue 
unchanged to the crown. His heavy lips, 
drooping at the corners, hung loosely over a 
mouthful of massive teeth, and his short chin 
fell away without defined curve to his throat. 
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A cheap suit of clothing, worn at the elbows 
and kneea, too short but yet too full, suggested 
poverty, but not labor, while his every move- 
ment inspired a feeling of aversion such as 
one feels at the sight of a huge manlike 
ape. 

Douglas frowned as he looked at the creature 
who had been appointed to watch his move- 
ments. " If external appearances are any 
index to the character," thought he, " there is 
surely no crime you would hesitate to commit 
if it suited your purpose." 

Benedict, sitting with his back to the new- 
comer, knew from his observation of Douglas' 
face that no further conversation was per- 
missible on the subject so deeply interesting 
to all of them, and the rest of the meal passed 
in a jolly rambling talk on trivialities. 

They had scarcely risen to go, when the 111- 
shapen creature rose slowly to his feet and 
followed. 

" I want a look at him," said Benedict, 
in a low tone. "We will stop just outside 
the door and let him pass," but the " shadow " 
had not chosen to pass. Instead he sauntered 
across the street, drew a paper from his pocket, 
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and leaaiDg against a lamp-post apparently 
began to read. 

Benedict smiled. " That ia Blair Parkinson, 
the greatest crook in San Francisco. I sent 
him to the penitentiary three years ago for 
forgery. He wrote me that he would kill me 
as soon as he got out. He would do it, too, 
if he thought it good policy. What a beast 1 " 

Benedict shivered, and Douglas felt a chill 
creep over him. Never before had be felt 
fear of any man. During his service in the 
Philippines he had been compelled to recog- 
nize a fierce Moro as his personal enemy, had 
been compelled to meet him alone in a death 
struggle, his bayonet pitted against the keen 
edged kampilan, but never before had the 
sight of any man inspired him with a feeling 
of horror and fear until he looked into the 
face of Blair Parkinson, ex-convict, and hired 
shadower of his every movement. In a per- 
sonal struggle with this man, trained in crime 
from infancy, what hope had Douglas Atwell 
or any of his kind ? In personal conflict not 
at all ; but the entire force of the law and all 
decent members of society are allied with the 
champion of right, and before the dictates of 
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such law Blair ParkinBon had ODce been 
forced to bow. " And you will have to bow 
again," mused Douglas, as he gazed across the 
street at the horrible specimen of the human 
family which an equally unscrupulous mem- 
ber of society had found it " profitable " to 
employ. 

" Come," said Benedict, " we will go back 
to your ofQce. Parkinson has no orders to 
follow you into the building. I think that 
much is certain." 

The three started down the street, and the 
shrill pipe of Roland McGrew announced that 
Blair Parkinson was following. It was an un- 
pleasant sensation to feel that every step was 
dogged, and conversation completely ceased. 
Inside the building, however, there was no 
further chance of espionage, and Benedict 
stopped in the vestibule. 

'* I will come up to the front door with my 
auto at half-past four this afternoon. If you 
are ready we will take a spin, so as to lose 
Parkinson, and then try our luck with the 
finger prints. You have them ready, Atwell?" 

" Yes," said Douglas, " everything is ready. 
Keep the check. I have no further use for it." 
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Benedict and Roderick left, and Douglas 
went back to bis work. 

The chief quartermaster met him in the 
hall. " I am considering those bids," he said. 
" Your friend Westmoreland paid me a visit, 
but I declined to listen, and he promptly 
realized that discretion is the better part of 
valor and left apologizing for any incon- 
venience his visit may have given me. Of 
course the bid submitted by his firm will be 
rejected. The ultimate decision rests with 
the authorities at Washington, but an adverse 
report here will kill the bid, and we cannot 
send forward the others till we are satisfied 
with the relative merits of those which should 
be favorably considered. Have there been 
any developments in your plan of action 
against the firm?" 

Douglas briefly related what had occurred, 
while his superior officer listened in astonish- 
ment. 

" Well," said he, " I wish you success. You 
are treading on dangerous ground. It is one 
thing to reject a dishonest proposal ; another 
to prosecute the backers. The government 
should in no way be involved officially ; we 
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merely recommend that the bid be rejected, 
but in your private capacity I talie it you are 
at liberty to assist your legal friend iu any 
way yoQ may see fit" 

"I understand, air," said Douglas. "The 
thing ia now strictly personal. The firm 
thinks it can buy me, and get a favorable re- 
port. I will allow them to remain in igno- 
rance in order to secure the necessary evidence. 
The prosecution will be for other acts than 
those connected with the bid ; the latter ia 
merely the incident which brings me into the 
case. By means of it the whole mechanism 
by which the firm operates will be exposed 
and possibly the combination may be broken 
up." 

" Well, I wish you success," said the chief 
quartermaster smiling. *' It is a big job and 
a dangerous one." 

Douglas went into the drafting room and 
resumed hia task. Before him stood out the 
cross marking the site of the great banking 
house presided over by Mr. Love and hia as- 
sociates, a firm whose assets were counted in 
millions and whose influence extended from 
the Atlantic to the Pacific, whose voice in the 
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affairs of Wall Street were heard with in* 
variable deference and respect. This was the 
gigantic conceru agaiust which an obscure 
lieuteoant of the army had dared to try his 
strength. How was he to wiu in euch a 
struggle ? 

Manifestly inforinatioD must be secured as 
to the signer of the check. In all probability 
full knowledge on this point could be had 
either at Westmoreland's office or at the bank. 
Benedict was investigating the latter. In 
order that no time might be lost, it would be 
well perhaps to start at once on an investiga- 
tion of the former, but how was this to be 
done? 

The whole thing might be left to Benedict 
or placed in the hands of a detective, but the 
adoption of the latter plan might prove fatal. 
Blair Parkinson knew every policeman and 
detective in San Francisco, and was as able as 
any one of them. Only the best talent from 
some other city would be of any use, but there 
were neither funds available for defraying the 
necessary expense, nor time to secure the serv- 
ices of a suitable man. How could the thing be 
done? 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



136 A WEST POINT 

" The Journal, Press, Times." The words 
floated faintly up from the street below, and 
Douglas paused in his work as he heard 
them. " Roland McGrew I " 

Might the boy not succeed in a job of this 
kind where a full grown man would fail? 
He ba<^ been able to keep track of Westmore- 
land, had discovered that Blair Parkinson was 
watching Douglas, and had used his simple 
newsboy's call to warn him of the great crimi- 
nal's every movement Such capacity for ob- 
servation and such naturalness in handling to 
advantage the simple means at hand are sel- 
dom possessed even by those who give their 
lives to the attainment of these accomplish- 
ments. 

" Yes," mused Douglas. *' I will try it. 
Here is the opportunity for Roland; who 
knows what may result should he be success- 
ful ? Yes, who knows ? " 

Douglas went to the window and looked 
cautiously down into the street. On the op- 
posite corner stood Blair Parkinson, waiting, 
his blinking eyes fixed on the front door of 
the building, never tiring of his vigil, never 
relenting, never forgetting, like the wild beast 
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of prey which watches and waits beside the 
cool spring for its victim to come dowa to 
drink. 

Again the chilU crept over Douglaa as he 
thought of the conflict between himself and 
this man which now seemed inevitable. 

" But I must not stop," said he. " I am 
going on." 

He called a clerk. 

" Do you see that newsboy in the street ? " 

" Yea, sir." 

" Well, please go down and buy a paper from 
him, and tell him to meet me at the back 
door of this building." 

" Yes, sir." 

When the clerk had gone, Douglaa drew 
from his pocket the photographic copy of the 
check. The film was there from which he 
could develop any number of prints if he 
needed them. He cut out the unreadable 
signature, folded it into the smallest possible 
form, and went down to the back door. 

" The boy will be here in a few moments," 
said the clerk, and almost as he spoke Roland 
sauntered carelessly through the back door, 
drawling out his newspaper cry and tossing 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



138 A WEST POINT 

the rubber ball from one little black fist to the 
other. 

Douglas turned into a vacant room and 
Roland followed without command. 

" Roland," said the young oflBcer, *' I want 
to find out certain things about Mr. West- 
moreland's office. Do you think you can do 
the work for me ? " 

" Yes." 

Douglas related enough of the circum- 
stances to impress the boy with the importance 
of the mission, but not enough to hurt his 
case should his confidence in Roland prove to 
be misplaced, and then drew out the precious 
signature. " And now, my boy, as you value 
your life, don't let this slip get away from 
you. Find out who uses that signature, if 
you can. Look out for any meetings of big 
people that may take place in Mr. Westmore- 
land's ofiice, and let me know if any occur. 
Do you know Mr. Love, of the Prescott Bank?" 

" No, sir." 

" Well, locate him if possible, and let m© 
know should he and Mr. Westmoreland meet 
in the Merchants' Building. Do you think 
you can do all this?" 
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" Yea, sir. 

" How will you manage it? " 

" Don't know," said Roland, tosaing the 
ball, " but I'll find out somehow." 

" All right," said Douglas smiling. " Here 
is enough money to meet expenses for a few 
days. You will probably need some spare 
cash." 

Roland slipped out of the back door and 
was soon lost in the street, while Douglas 
went back to his room. Curiosity prompted 
him to go to the window again to take another 
look at Blair Parkinson, but to his astonish- 
ment the latter had completely disappeared. 

" What can be the meaning of this move? 
He has watched me all day, yet now as the 
hour approaches for leaving the ofBce he has 
left his post." 

And then a thought came pulsing through 
the young officer's mind which made his brain 
reel and his heart stand still. 

" Suppose this beast has observed Roland 
McGrew's conduct, has noted his entrance to 
the building by the rear door, and has vaguely 
guessed the object of his visit. What would 
be the boy's fate should this be true, and 
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Blair Parkinson should decide to avenge him- 
self?" 

Douglas looked up and down the street in 
anxiety and then went to the rear of the 
building. Roland was nowhere in sight. It 
was too late to recall him. 

" Anyway," mused Douglas, " it is foolish 
to think that Parkinson noticed the move. I 
am giving him credit for entirely too much 
cleverness, and myself entirely too much 
anxiety about him. He is a common crook, 
and no doubt a coward like the rest." 

He worked away with zeal during the rest 
of the afternoon, and at 4 : 30 p. M. sharp 
walked out of the door and stepped into the 
big auto which rolled up with Roderick and 
Benedict. 

The machine sped up Market Street, out 
through the park, along the beautiful drive 
to the Cliff House, and then turned its nose 
toward the city. Douglas had related the 
events of the afternoon, but had made no 
mention of his fears about Blair Parkinson. 

"I think we have lost him," he said, aa 
they swept around a corner and turned 
toward the office of the chief of police. Doug- 
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laa thrust his hand into his pocket to feel 
for hia photographic tiuger printa as the 
hunter feela the breech block of his rifle when 
he has tracked a bear over the mountains for 
a day and finally feels that the next few min- 
utes must bring him face to face with hia 
prey. 

They drew up behind a large automobile 
which stood in the street, and hurriedly de- 
scended. No one was in sight, and the three 
men pushed on toward their objective. To- 
gether they entered and, Benedict leading, 
turned toward the private oflBce of one of the 
most talented of the employees of the bureau. 
As they did so, the door swung open and Mr. 
Stanhope Everett Westmoreland emerged from 
the room jauntily dressed in a fine spring suit 
and a Panama hat. 

Behind him came Blair Parkinson. 

" How do you do, Mr. Benedict? " said Mr. 
Westmoreland, afiably. " I am glad to see 
you — and you, Mr. Atwell. I haven't the 
pleasure of knowing your friend." 

"This is Mr. O'Connor," said Douglas, 
striving to conceal his emotions and to appear 
undisturbed. 
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" On the other hand, it is not necessary to 
introduce the gentleman who ie with you, 
Mr. Westmoreland," said Rory promptly, 
grasping the lawyer's hand, and taking the 
lead in the emergency, as he always did. 
Then turning to Benedict and Douglas, Rory 
said with the utmost solemnity, " Gentlemen, 
let me make you acquainted with Mr. Weat- 
. moreland's friend and associate. This is 
Blair Parkinson, the gentleman who was 
convicted by Mr. Benedict of forgery three 
years ago, and has just finished hia term in 
the penitentiary. Mr. Parkinson is now at 
liberty, and the fact that we find him here 
at police headquarters in such excellent com- 
pany indicates that a complete understanding 
exists between himself and the representatives 
of the law. I congratulate you, Mr. Parkin- 
son/' 
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CHAPTER VIII 

A VISIT TO THE SLDUS 

It is hardly necessary to say that Roderick 
O'Conoor's remarks startled his hearers, but 
Mr. Weatmoreland was too well trained in the 
business of legal chicanery to feel much dis- 
turbed by the position in which he had been 
placed. The manner of the introduction of 
this ex-convict to Benedict and Douglas 
simply amounted to serving notice on Mr. 
Westmoreland that his methods were perfectly 
well understood, a fact which he no doubt al- 
ready surmised, if he did not fully recognize it. 
Perhaps it was unwise, from the lawyer's point 
of view, to take this unusual action, but Rory 
loved to fight in the open. The mask was 
off, and instinctively he felt that Douglas 
would be benefited by associating his enemy 
with a criminal and virtually announcing 
that they were partners in a dishonorable 
conspiracy. 

The enemy, however, had arrived on the 
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scene of action first. A few momenta' differ- 
ence might have completely chauged the 
thread of this narrative, but those few mo- 
ments were lost in the ride to the CliflT House. 
Suffice it to &ay that Benedict secured no in- 
formation which would help him to discover 
the identity of the man who bad entered 
Douglas Atwell's room apparently for the 
purpose of recovering the check. In fact he 
conducted his inquiries so cautiously as to 
conceal the object of his visit, and left with 
only one fact determined — that the informa- 
tion he sought must be secured in some other 
way. 

" Unless we learn something from my friend 
in the bank," said he as they entered the auto 
and rolled away from police headquarters, " we 
will be just where we started — ignorant of the 
identity of the writer of the check, and igno- 
rant as to the identity of the men who burglar- 
ized your house. There is one chance left for 
success. I have a close friend among the de- 
tectives of San Francisco, and if he is on duty 
in the vicinity I can secure his services. 
There is no use of going to his house now ; 
we would be followed. I will call him on the 
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'phone to-night and see if we cannot arrange 
with him to handle the case. It will require 
the most carefully laid plans to break through 
the outposts which Westmoreland has estab- 
lished to protect his camp, but if we have 
time, we will succeed. I put Parkinson be- 
hind the bars once, and I will do it again." 

" In the meantime, what is the program ? " 
said Douglas. 

" Stand pat," replied Benedict. " You can- 
not do anything, but 'phone me should there 
be any development. I am sorry that we 
seem to be completely beaten up to date, but 
the game is just beginning. I have seen the 
score six to nothing against me before, but at 
the end old Eli won out just the same." 

The car had reached the dock at which the 
boats from Fort McDowell make their land- 
ing, and Douglas and Rory alighted and 
crossed the bay to the Fort. 

Nothing had been actually gained by the 
day's operations, though much had been 
learned of the magnitude of the game into 
which they had thrown all their energy. 

Gertrude was waiting for them on the 
porch, and her manner indicated that she 
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could scarcely await their arrival, so anxious 
was she to impart some importaut Dewa. 

" Come quickly," said she. " I have some- 
thing to show you ; you too, Mr. O'Connor," 
and she led the way to the landing outside of 
Douglas' room. 

" You found all kinds of little finger prints, 
but see what I found," and she pointed to the 
full print of a hand on the outside of the 
window sill which had completely escaped 
notice. 

Douglas climbed through the window to 
the roof of the porch and gazed intently at 
the clear-cut print. Then his eyes opened 
wide with awakened interest. There were 
the curls and curves of every finger so clearly 
defined as to identify the hand beyond doubt 
if an official record of it existed anywhere in 
the world, but there was more. Obliquely 
across the first two fingers and into the for- 
ward portion of the palm ran a straight line 
interrupting the surface like a tiny furrow 
across a broken field. 

" Come and look, Rory," said Douglas. 
" Here is the discovery of the day." 

Rory crawled through the window and 
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gazed at the telltale impreasiou left by the 
midnight visitor. Thea he closed his hand 
once or twice automatically and gazed at his 
own muscular palm, fully one-third amaller 
than the one patterned on the window sill. 

" What do you make of it 7 "said Douglas. 

" The fellow must have closed his hand 
some time on the blade of a knife which cut 
him to the bone. That could not happen in 
any ordinary way. People are not clasping a 
blade for fun, so I take it that your friend 
chose hanging on to that knife with his hand 
rather than taking it in hia heart. He must 
have been fighting for life, and the story of 
the incident must be recorded somewhere. If 
he has remained in San Fraucisco, that mark 
will lead to his capture, no matter how well 
he may be protected by the interests behind 
him." 

The two young men gazed long and ear- 
nestly until the exact location of the cut was 
indelibly fixed upon their memories, and tben 
climbed back through the window, delighted 
with the discovery. 

Gertrude was the heroine of the moment, 
and in high excitement related how she had 
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gone over the whole ground iu hopes of find- 
ing something to identify the burglar who had 
dared to invade their home. 

"I examined the shoes which the burglar 
left, but they had no mark, and then I climbed 
out on the roof and discovered the handprint 
The guard has searched the island all over to- 
day, bat could find no trace of the men. They 
must have escaped in a rowboat to the other 
side, for no one could swim to San Francisco, 
and the big boats had stopped running." 

Highly excited over the discovery of the 
clue, the family came down to dinner. 

The story of the burglary was known to 
every person on the post, and nothing else 
could be talked of, but only Douglas and Rory 
knew the significance of the occurrence. 

As the meal progressed, Douglas relied on 
Rory to sustain the conversation while he was 
deep in thought as to what course he should 
pursue. Time was precious, and no oppor- 
tunity should be wasted in following up any 
chance of success. Next to finding out the 
identity of the signer of the check the most 
important thing was to Hnd the man who had 
entered his quarters. Perhaps the only way 
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to locate the former was to find the latter. 

Besides, there was the possibility of adventure 
which every young man dearly loves, and by 
the time dinner was over his mind had been 
made up. 

" Rory," said he, as they left the dining- 
room, " I will call up Benedict and tell him 
that we will come over and run through the 
slums if be would like to take the chance of 
finding our man. The new clue may help us 
to locate the fellow without any other help. 
With his bruised face from the blow I gave 
him and his hand permanently scarred, he ia 
so clearly marked that we ought to find him 
if he comes out of cover in any part of the 
city. What do you say to making the try ? '* 

" I am with you," said Rory. " There is 
not much chance of our discovering anything, 
but it is worth trying." 

As they were talking the telephone bell 
rang, and Douglas snapped down the receiver. 

"Hello." 

"Why, I was just about to call you, Bene- 
dict." 

" Your detective is with you, and ready 
to do business? That is fine. We have 
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picked up an important clue since I came 
home, but I would rather not talk about it 
over the 'phone." 

" Yea, O'Connor and I will come over just 
aa soon as we can put on some old clothes and 
dress for the part. Good-bye." 

" Douglas," said Gertrude, excitedly, " you 
don't mean to go into the city to look for that 
man, do you?" 

Douglas nodded. " Just to look the ground 
over, Trudes," said he. " There is no danger," 
he urged, but she clung to his band like a 
frightened child. 

"Don't go," she said, "don't go," but he 
merely patted her upon the cheek and loosed 
her trembling fingers. Once in his room he 
quickly laid aside his best " cits " and pulled 
out of a trunk an old suit which had served 
for the dirty work at moving times and while 
off in the woods on the long tramps which he 
60 much enjoyed. Roderick was similarly 
dressed, and with old slouch hats pulled down 
over their faces and big six-shooters brought 
from the company by Corporal " Klondyke " 
Jones carefully tucked away beneath their 
coat flaps, the two young men slipped out 
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of the bouse and turned toward the land- 
ing. 

The boat was preparing to depart. Lieu- 
tentaot and Mrs. Swayne and several other 
well-known friends were on deck, but Doug- 
las and Rory boarded the boat unobserved 
and stood in the darkness while the little 
vessel pulled away from the dock and glided 
out upon the bay. 

It was a beautiful spring evening. A clear 
moon hung in the eastern sky and the faint 
odor of flowers floated down from the sur- 
rounding hill to the two young oflicers con- 
cealed in the dark recesses of the boat. The 
happy laughter of the passengers on the upper 
deck floated out over the calm surface of the 
water, on which a single sailboat was seen 
dimly outlined against the city with its twin- 
kling lights and towering church spires pro- 
jecting above the horizon. 

So calm and sweet seemed the whole aspect 
of nature that one could scarcely imagine that 
a half mile from the water's edge conditions 
could exist which surrounded the home of 
little Roland McGrew and furnished a hiding 
place for Blair Parkinson and his kind. But 
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in spite of the beauty of the scenery it was the 
disagreeable truth that such couditions did 
exist, and that Douglas and Rory were pre- 
paring to invade the enemy's territory. They 
remained concealed in the shadows until the 
passengers had gone ashore, and then, pulling 
down their hats over their eyea, they slipped 
down the gangplank and moved out into the 
city. 

A block from the landing Benedict stood in 
the shadow awaiting their approach. Beside 
him loomed the figure of a man whose square 
shoulders and tremendous frame the dusk 
served to magnify rather than to diminish. 

" Hawkins, this is Mr. Atwell, — and Mr. 
O'Connor," said Benedict. " They are the 
gentlemen who are going with ua to-night to 
hunt up our man." 

Hawkins grunted as he thrust out a hand 
which felt like tanned leather drawn tight 
over steel bands. 

" Hawkins would like to get a description 
of your men, Atwell," said Benedict. " Can 
you tell him what they look like?" 

" Yes," said Douglas. " I can give a fairly 
accurate description." 
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For a half hour Douglas described the men 
as he saw them in the darkness, gave the ex- 
act size of the shoes left behind, the size of 
the footprint in the rear of quarters, and de- 
scribed the finger prints and the deep cut 
across the hand of the fellow who bad climbed 
through the window and with whom he had 
grappled in the darkness. 

" Weil, what do you think of it, Hawkins ? " 
said Benedict, when Douglas finished. 

" There can't be more than a dozen crooks 
in San Francisco to answer the description," 
grunted Hawkins, in bis low, husky voice, 
which constantly suggested the roar of the 
sea on a rocky beach. " We ought to be able 
to run them all down within a week, possibly 
in a single night. But if they are under the 
control of Blair Parkinson, the case is differ- 
ent. Let us take a walk along the wharf 
first. One of the gangs hangs out in that 
vicinity." 

Hawkins and Benedict took the lead, with 
Douglas and Roderick trailing along beliind, 
feeling very much like a pair of schoolboys 
entering upon an undertaking with which 
they were entirely unfamiliar. 
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" I feel like a cruiser, stranded high and 
dry in the street," said Rory, as he felt for hia 
big six-shooter underneath hJa coat. " This 
arsenal of mine seems about as necessary as a 
machine gun in a parlor. I'll eat my hat if 
we see anything more than an Italian fruit 
vender or a Chinese laundryman." 

Douglas was more hopeful. Benedict, he 
thought, knew the city too welt and Hawkins 
was far too experienced to make this trip 
through the slums if they did not have good 
reason to feel that there was every prospect of 
success. 

The party had already entered the section 
lying close to the water-front and the foul 
odors, common to all such localities, were 
greeting the nostrils of the invaders. Here 
business sought its proBts in the exchange of 
commodities between the Orient and the Oc- 
cident and the venders of liquors thrived on 
the earnings of the laborer who handled the 
incoming and outgoing cargoes of this great 
seaport of the West. Along this water-front 
roamed " the gang," ready to seize upon every 
opportunity to snatch a precarious living from 
any who fell into their bands. Here Hawkins 
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sought the men who might reveal the identity 
of the firm of Jacoba, Sharp & Co., and tell the 
secrets which Benedict needed for establishing 
his case. 

Hawkins had stopped on the corner beeide 
a man in plain clothes. They exchanged 
quiet Dods of recognition and then conversed 
in a low tone for several minutes. 

"There has been no unusual movement on 
the part of the gang during the last three or 
four days," he explained, as he rejoined the 
group. " Blair Parkinson is under observa- 
tion." 

They moved on through a district which 
became poorer with every block they traversed. 
Business houses disappeared, and poor tene- 
ments prevailed. Children with high screech- 
ing voices, filthy clothing, and emotionlesa 
faces, filled the streets and ducked beneath 
the heads of horses whose drivers yelled at 
the urchins for their stupidity. Men and 
women, quite as unkempt as their offspring, 
straggled along the sidewalk, noting with 
suspicious eye every passer-by whose business 
in the district was not proclaimed by his dress 
or his bearing. 
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In the resorts which lined every block the 
hoarse voices of men could be beard as they 
lavishly spent the money so much needed to 
procure the bare necessities of life for their 
children in the street. Dim lights burned in 
miserable rooms on the upper flooi-s crowded 
with hundreds of people who were never for 
a moment free from the destructive influences 
about them. A powerful spirit could resist 
it for a time, but no one could live his whole 
life in surroundings such as these and yet 
escape the onward sweep of the current which 
forever bore him downward. 

Douglas shuddered. He had many times 
read of the jroverty of certain classes in the 
great cities, but he had never before actually 
witnessed the scenes described. Here, how- 
ever, was the staggering reality. 

Hawkins and Eenedict were turning a 
corner, and Douglas glanced up at the lamp- 
post to locate himself. 

Barton Street. " This is where Roland 
McGrew lives," be whispered to Roderick, , 
and his throat tightened as he thought of the 
boy who was condemned to an existence such 
as this. Worse, perhaps, if such could be 
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possible, were the surrouDdinga here than 
those which Douglaa had just witnessed. 
Uuclean gutters reeked with foul odors, while 
the high-pitched tones of many foreign 
tongues mingled with those of the native 
born element to make a scene which would 
last long in the memory of the young officer 
who gazed upon the surroundings in horror. 
His eyes eagerly sought the numbers of the 
houses to locate the exact building in which 
Roland McGrew was compelled to keep hia 
mother and little sister because his earnings 
did not warrant a greater expenditure for rent 
than these miserable dwellings could com- 
mand. Suddenly he saw the number painted 
in rough, misshapen forms on a dirty transom 
illumined by a dim yellow light in the hall 
which constituted the side entrance to one 
of the most gaudy of all the resorts of the 
neighborhood. His heart sank, but into his 
brain rushed that sort of feeling which Rienzi 
must have felt when he called the slaves 
together beneath the walls of Rome and in- 
voked the Goths to rise and glut their ire. 
The slavery here was partially self-imposed. 
Only a few were striving manfully to escape, 
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and among these was Roland McGrew, whose 
chaDce for success would be greatly reduced 
if Westmoreland and the people whom he 
represented could but perfect the scheme 
which they had conceived for the commercial 
conquest of this gateway to the Pacific. 

Douglas was startled from his reverie by 
the sudden change in direction of Hawkins 
and Benedict. They were actually entering 
the building in which Roland bad bis home, 
and Douglas and Rory followed, instinctively 
feeling for their revolvers. 

The pungent odor of tobacco greeted their 
nostrils as they entered, and a cloud of smoke 
hung so thick in the room that no face was 
clearly visible ten paces away under the dim 
yellow lights which shone in dirty chande- 
liers. 

*' Look out now," said Hawkins, " and see 
if 3'ou can spot your man." 

He led the way past a rickety table, and on 
toward a rear room of the den, and as they 
approached the back door, Douglas felt 
Roderick's fingers grip him by the arm, and 
with a leap at the heart beheld Blair Parkin- 
son sitting at a table in a corner, his back 
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toward them, and his head hent low id con- 
versation with a cowering fellow before him. 

" Well ? " Bald Hawkins, his eyes glitter- 
ing, as they entered the room. 

" That is our man," aaid Douglas ; " not the 
one who was in my room, but the fellow we 
chased down the back line of quarters. I 
caught a glimpse of hia long black hair 
dancing in the breeze and the shape of hia 
face as he looked back as we were closing up 
upon him. There ia no mistake about it ; he 
is the man." 

" That's ' Indian ' Kleboe," said Hawkins, 
" one of the toughest wharf-rats of San 
Francisco. He lives in this house." 
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A NEW CLUE 

What was to be done T 

From the positioD occupied by the group, 
Blair Parkinson and his companion were 
clearly visible through the window, yet he 
remained entirely unconscious of their pres- 
ence. 

The waiter came in, received an order, and 
brought back his burden with many quizzical 
glances at the intruders. 

" I don't think we had better make an 
arrest," said Benedict " There is no cer- 
tainty that this man is in the confidence of 
Westmoreland. In all probability he receives 
his instructions from Parkinson and merely 
obeys orders. We would gain little by cap- 
turing him; perhaps we would spoil the 
whole game. We must locate the other fellow 
and find out, if we can, whose signature was 
placed on that check before we can make 
arrests. The thing to do now is to keep this 
160 
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fellovr under observation. Is there any danger 
of his getting away, Hawkins ? " 

" Once we locate our man there isn't a rat- 
hole in San Francisco that can hide him," 
said Hawkins. " Are you eure he ia the 
man ? " 

" I am sure," said Douglas. 

Hawkins nodded. " He will not get away.'* 

The group ceased talking, and all watched 
Parkinson as he lounged on the table, his 
huge form pitched forward and his turtle-like 
head thrust out toward the half-Indian who 
sat before him. The words of the famous 
crook could not be heard, but it was apparent 
that Kleboe was writhing and turning and 
seeking to escape like a reptile when his 
mortal enemy, the mongoose, faces him and 
demands a settlement of accounts. 

Clearly Parkinson was pressing something 
and Kleboe was striving to avoid an agree- 
ment He shook his head violently and hia 
long black hair danced over his shifting eyes, 
but Parkinson merely leaned farther forward 
and pressed his case with such vehemence 
that the onlookers felt a pity for the poor 
wretch whose fate be seemed to control. 
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Finally Parkinson closed his fist and brought 
it down with a bang upon the table while hia 
huge frame seemed to shake with fury. 
Kleboe shrank into hla corner, but it was 
apparent that bis resistauce had been broken. 
He cringed, nodded, trembled, but clearly 
promised to obey. 

What tribute was Parkinson demanding? 

It is truly a kind provision of nature that 
we cannot know the thoughts of others, other- 
wise some of the group who sat watching 
Parkinson would have had reason to tremble 
for the future. They could only guess, how- 
ever, and each guessed wrong. 

" Well, we've got that one spotted," said 
Hawkius quietly. " Let us get out and search 
for the other. Kleboe will never get away." 

He rose and opened a door leading into the 
hall. All quietly followed him out into the 
street in whose dark alleys crime constantly 
lurked and into which a good influence but 
seldom entered. 

Douglas again glanced up at the building 
in which Indian Kleboe and Roland McGrew 
lived— one a criminal, preying on his fellow 
men, the other striving to fight his way to 
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the clean atmosphere beyood thia soul-destroy- 
ing district. 

" Roland must know him," thought Doug- 
las. " Perhaps he can help in keeping track 
of this fellow," and then the thought which 
had come to him when he saw Blair Parkin- 
son watching the door of the Phetan Building 
flashed back into his mind. What might 
happen to Roland McGrew if Blair Parkinson 
and his followers should discover that he was, 
in the parlance of the street, " peaching on 
the gang "? 

Yet how could these men suspect a mere 
boy? There was safety in his humble posi- 
tion, in his youthful appearance, and perfectly 
controlled expression, always observing, yet 
never seeming to observe. Thus reasoning, 
Douglas dismissed the thought of danger to 
Roland and silently followed Hawkins and 
Benedict through the streets. 

The way led into the sections inhabited by 
the Chinese and Japs and back again into the 
haunts of Indian Kleboe, but no trace was 
found of the man with the scarred hand, nor 
did the description which Douglas gave of 
him conform closely to that of any of the 
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professional crooks who inhabited the dis- 
trict. 

It was after midnight when Hawkins was 
satisfied, and baited at a corner for consulta- 
tion. 

"There is no chance," said he, "that we 
will find our man to-night. I think we'd 
better go home. To-morrow I will receive re- 
ports from a number of confidential assistants, 
and in all probability we will get track of our 
man within forty-eight hours. Before I go to 
bed I will put a shadower on the track of 
Indian Kleboe and hereafter we will know 
his movements better than Kleboe will know 
them himself. Kleboe will forget, but his 
shadow will not. Kleboe has no brains. He 
is nothing in this game. The man we must 
look out for is Blair Parkinson, the shrewdest 
crook in San Francisco. He has graduated 
' from the class which actually commits crimes. 
He now merely manages such fellows as 
Kleboe." 

" Like Westmoreland," laughed Rory. 
"Yes, he is just the mercuric fulminate for 
this explosive." 

*' I will call you on the 'phone at your office 
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to-morrow if anything turns up," said Bene- 
dict, and he and Hawkins moved ofif into the 
darkness. 

Douglas and Rory turned toward the boat 
landing. The night's work had not beea 
devoid of results, and the confidence expressed 
by Hawkins in his ability to find the man 
with the scarred hand led to the hope that 
the whole situatioa would soon be cleared up. 

It was too late to return to the Fort by the 
regular boat, but as Douglas had assured hia 
mother and sister that he would be at home 
he felt he must find a way of crossing. 

" There is an old fellow who keeps row- 
boats and motor-boats down near the foot of 
Market Street," said Douglas, "and we can 
hire a boat from him. Let us look him 
up." 

After many ioquiriea the boat-house of old 
Dennis Moriority was found, and even the in- 
teresting person of Denuis himself, who was 
laboriously housing a boat for the night. 

After much haggling over the price, Dennis 
agreed to let a boat for a trip to the Fort, and 
to allow it to remain all night on condition 
that it be returned early the next morning. 
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The details finally arranged, the two young 
officers stepped into the boat and pushed off. 
Neither knew much about the art of rowing, 
but both were strong and willing, and re- 
sponding to their combined efforts the boat 
sped rapidly out into the bay. 

The moon was less than a half hour above 
the western horizon and the shadows of the 
surrounding hills reached far out across the 
water almost to the wharves and enveloped 
the greater portion of the bay in darkness. 
Between these dark shadows the moonlight 
lay upon the calm surface of the water like a 
silver sheet, interrupted only by the dark 
irregular outline of Angel Island, where the 
garrison of Fort McDowell lay peacefully 
sleeping. Here the battalion to which Doug- 
las belonged Hved the simple army life, far 
from those worries of money-getting which 
robbed such men as Westmoreland of all 
humane attributes and made him soulless as 
a machine. True, the army possessed its share 
of moral failures. The military prison, 
which raised its dark turrets above the out- 
line of Alcatraz, bore sufficient testimony to 
that. £ach year it received its consignment 
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of convicts, and each year opened its gates 
and sent them out into the world. 

Hory glanced back toward the wharves 
which they had left with the lights of the city 
behind, and thought of the slums they had 
traversed that night. 

" San Francisco must be filled with convicts 
discharged from Alcatraz," said he musingly. 
"There is nothing that compels them to leave 
the city, is there?" 

" No," said Douglas. "They leave the 
island and we see no more of them. I don't 
know how many go out, but no doubt a great 
many remain in the city." 

"And live in the slums we inspected to- 
night," added Hory, and both lapsed into si- 
lence. 

They had ceased rowing and were lying 
quietly on the calm surface of the bay watch- 
ing the tranquil scene about them. The creak 
of an oar in a rowlock came distinctly to their 
ears from the dark shadow of Alcatraz, which 
stretched across the bay, for the moon was now 
close to the horizon, and its light was thrown 
almost parallel to the water's surface. 

For a moment the two young friends lis- 
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tened intently to the steady strokesof aeingle 
oarsman, whose boat seemed to be bearing 
well to their flank and coming from the direc- 
tion of the Fort. 

" Quite unusual, isn't it, that boatmen 
should be on the bay at this hour 7 " said Kory, 
in a low tone. 

" Yes," said Douglas. " I know of no one on 
the post who owns a boat, and yet the man 
seems to be coming from Alcatraz." 

" It may be a fisherman out for night work," 
thought Douglas, but nevertheless he resumed 
rowing with a distinct feeling that he would 
like to know more about the boat and its occu- 
pants. Every one has at times a sense of 
something escaping him, yet feels powerless to 
arrest its escape. The boat was too far away, 
and Douglas and Rory too inexperienced with 
the oara to warrant pursuit. 

Reluctantly they turned the nose of the 
boat toward the island and pulled away on the 
oars. In silence the two made the boat fast 
and walked slowly up to quarters. 

Opening the door gently, they mounted to 
the room Douglas had left that evening and 
entered. Even in the darkness there was a 
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feeling of disorder entirely out of keeping with 
the tidiness which Douglaa always observed, 
but when he turned on the light a startling 
spectacle met his gaze. Every drawer in the 
room had been opened, bis trunk had been 
ransacked, and the contents lay dumped upon 
the floor. His letters were scattered about and 
even the pockets of his clothing hanging in 
the closets had been turned inside out. 

The two officers stood gazing at the disorder 
which the invader had wrought. Then they 
burst into laughter. 

" Luck was with us, Rory," said Douglas, 
" when we decided to turn that check over to 
Benedict for safe keeping. It would be back 
in Westmoreland's possession to-morrow if we 
had not. This gives us the advantage, and we 
must keep it." 

He thrust his hand into his pocket. The 
photos were all there. He slapped Rory on 
the back and standing in the midet of his die- 
ordered room, twice burglarized inside of forty- 
eight hours, he laughed as if the most fortu- 
nate event of his life had happened. 

" We have Westmoreland on the run," he 
added. " The fact that Benedict is handling 
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the business for ua, that we weot together to 
police headquarters, must have decided him 
that he has made a mistake, and that he must 
gut back the check at all hazards. Perhaps 
we have uadereati mated the importance of 
that signature," and Douglas gazed again at 
the inscrutable combination of letters which 
he bad photographed at the bottom of the 
check. 

The scrawl defied analysis, and he put the 
papers back into his pocket " I had a feel- 
ing," he went on, " that the boat we heard in 
the bay had important freight aboard. It is 
dollars to doughnuts that the same pair came 
back during our absence and raided the room 
in search of the check. Indian Kleboe got 
all the experience he wanted on the first trip, 
but Blair Parkinson forced him to comeback. 
The other fellow with the scar in his hand 
was with him, no doubt ; and see here, Rory — 
those boats must be rented from old Dennis 
Moriority. These two came from the island 
each time in rowboats and got away in the 
same manner, and Mr. Dennis Moriority is 
probably the only man on the hay who rents 
such boats." 
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" More clues," said Rory, enthuBiastically. 
" Dennis knows who used bis boats, and we 
can pump bim to-morrow." 

Togetber tbey set to work rearranging tbe 
room and putting back tbe disordered gar- 
ments into their proper places. A suit of 
civilian's clothing was gone, also a few dollars, 
which lay in the top of tbe trunk with some 
small trinkets of little value, but aside from 
this DO articles in tbe room bad been taken. 

" Tbey were afraid to attempt carrying 
away luggage," said Douglas, "but look at 
this." 

He stood in front of the picture represent- 
ing tbe death of Bill Smathers, " the queer 
fellow," on tbe banks of tbe Quingua in tbe 
Philippines. It bad been slashed clean across 
with a sharp edged knife. 

Douglas and Rory looked at the piece of 
vandalism long and earnestly. By what small 
things criminals sometimes accomplish their 
own destruction. In selecting this one object 
in the room on which to vent his malice tbe 
criminal declared his hatred for Bill Smathers 
in particular, or for soldiers in general, or, 
barely possible, for Douglas himself, though 
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had he borne special ill-wiU against the latter 
he would have damaged his property to the 
full extent of his power instead of selecting a 
single unimportant thing for destruction. 

" Yes," said Douglas, " we have him classi- 
fied now. I think I will find out to-morrow 
wliat Klondyke Jones thinks of the incident. 
He knew Bill Smathers better than any other 
man in the army." 

It was nearly two o'clock when Douglas 
and Rory went to bed, after deciding that 
nothing would be said on the post about the 
second visit of the burglars. It was highly 
improbable that the garrison would again 
be invaded, and no good could come of 
airing the matter further. Thoroughly ex- 
hausted from the work of the day, they were 
both soon asleep, and it was late the next 
morning before they awoke and came down 
to breakfast. 

Excitement had subsided, and not a word 
was said about the occurrence of the night 
except that Douglas gave a brief description 
of the visit through the slums, omitting all 
reference to the discovery of Indian Kleboe 
and the surroundings in which they found him. 
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" Well, I have some news for you," said 
Gertrude, when the interesting narrative 
had been finished. " There is to be a hop 
to-night, and Lieutenant and Mrs. Swayne 
have invited Alice Dryden to come with them, 
and Douglas is expected to escort her to the 
hop." 

" And may I have the pleasure of your 
company? " said Rory, promptly, always 
quick to make the situation agreeable to those 
about him, yet equally quick to improve the 
opportunity of a very agreeable time for him- 
self 

" Delighted," said Gertrude, and the ar- 
rangements were complete. 

"lam not going with you this morning, 
Douglas," said Rory. " Your sister has agreed 
to let me see guard mounting and watch 
drill with her, and in the afternoon I am to 
run over to the city and get Miss Dryden and 
bring her to Swayne's house. I know you 
couldn't spare the time from the office, old 
chap," and Rory patted him gently on the 
back and chuckled good-naturedly. " Should 
anything turn up during the day, telephone 
me and I will come over at once." 
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Together they walked out upon the porch. 
Over in front of barracka, F CJompany was 
training assiduously in preliminary instruction 
for target practice ; in a corner of the parade- 
ground a sergeant was drilling a group of 
recruits ; in every direction the work of prepar- 
ing the army for the defense of the Republic 
was progressing with ciock-like precision, eome 
day poaBibly to win the appreciation of a 
careless nation which has never understood 
its military problem. 

Douglas could not now join in the work 
which always claimed his deepest interest. 
Duty took him elsewhere. He picked up his 
hat and left for the office, where a new prob- 
lem awaited a correct solutionf and where he 
hoped to solve it satisfactorily. 

The little boat swept across the bay and 
brought up smartly at the dock. A half 
block distant old Dennis Moriority was work- 
ing about his boat-house, where the boat which 
Douglas and Rory used the night before had 
been returned, but there was no time to talk 
to Dennis now concerning the men who had 
rented his boats, and Douglas hurried up the 
street toward his office. 
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At the first corner Westmoreland, dressed 
in the latest style, and looking as neat as a 
fashion plate, was awaiting his approach. 
His men had failed to secure the check and 
he was forced to take immediate action. 
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DOUGLAS ANNOUNCES HIS PBIHCIPLE3 

There was clearly something on Westmore- 
land's mind as be cheerily greeted Douglas, 
though he endeavored to affect an appearance 
of perfect composure. 

" Off for your oflace T " he said smiling. 

" Yes," said Douglas, accepting his hand, 
though he felt like kicking him into the 
gutter. 

" Gk>od. Our paths lie in the same direc- 
tion. I congratulate myself on having your 
company." 

It would be foolish to resent the man's as- 
surance ; one gains nothing by vindictiveness. 
So Douglas accepted the situation, but made 
no effort to cut his stride to accommodate that 
of his untrained companion. 

" I didn't mean to intrude upon your time 
with business affairs, but I presume an ener* 
getic man like you does not object to han- 
dling the affairs of the nation at odd moments ; 
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so I venture to inquire liow the matter of the 
bids submitted a fevr days ago stands with the 
department," said Westmoreland. 

There was little time, and Westmoreland 
was forced to come to his point with unwonted 
bluntneas. It was difBcult to answer him 
with courtesy, but Douglas managed to reply. 

" I am unable to tell you, Mr. Westmore- 
land. I merely handed the bids over to the 
chief quartermaster, who came back to duty 
the day after you interviewed me at the office, 
and I do not know what action he has taken 
on the matter." 

" I trust he noted the remarkable offer the 
firm submitted." 

" I have no doubt he is giving the matter 
the very thorough eiamination which he 
gives to all matters which come before him." 

" That being the case, I take it that the bid 
which offers such manifest advantages to the 
government should receive his favorable con- 
sideration." 

Douglas was silent, and Westmoreland 
watched him out of the corner of his eye. 
The pace was rapid and the distance to the 
office was growing steadily less. It was neces- 
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sary for Westmoreland to press on to his 
goal. 

" During our pleas^t conversation at your 
ofBce I ventured to suggest that as assistant 
to the chief quartermaster you might call his 
attention to the advantages which our hid 
offers over any other submitted. Of course 
you can realize the importance of this matter 
to us. Personally I am deeply interested, as 
I have urged this operation upon the firm, 
and know that it is a great financial venture, 
the greatest we have undertaken in a long 
time." 

" You were impelled, I thought, by pa- 
triotism, and not by financial considerations," 
said Douglas sharply. 

" True, Mr. Atwell, but as I told you, we 
look far into the future, and see some profits 
even at the dirt-cheap price at which we offer 
to do this work. The point is, we now need 
your cooperation to accomplish this great 
achievement." 

It was hard to listen with patience to this 
man who, he had good reason to believe, had 
sought to involve him and his family in a 
piece of low bribery, and had twice sent 
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criminals to ransack his bouse, and who at 
that moment was keeping him under constant 
observation ; but prude;. "3 demanded forbear- 
ance, and self-discipline enabled him to main- 
tain it. Besides, be still possessed the evi- 
dence against Westmoreland, and could afford 
to be affable for the present. He therefore 
replied with no show of feeling, " I regret that 
I cannot help you, Mr. Westmoreland. As I 
said before, the matter is in the hands of the 
chief quartermaster, who, of course, will 
handle the business impartially, I assure 
you." 

Westmoreland's jaws tightened. He merely 
wondered how much this thing was going to 
cost him. He stood ready to cash the $25,000 
check, but be must be assured that the money 
would be profitably spent. Manifestly then, 
he thought, it was necessary to reach a defi- 
nite understanding at once. 

" Of course," he said, " I cannot ask your 
assistance as a personal friend, because I have 
not had the pleasure of knowing you directly. 
We are putting this on a business basis, and 
it is presumed that you realize that we are 
ready to meet any reasonable — expense — that 
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yoa might Buffer in securing acceptance of 
this bid." 

" I think you have made that point clear,'' 
said Douglas quietly. 

They walked half a block before Weetmore- 
land spoke again. He had concluded in this 
brief space of time that proposals must now 
be put on the basis of bids and purchase price. 

"You decline our offer then?" said he 
cautiously. 

" Emphatically." 

Mr. Westmoreland had considered that he 
was dealing with a high priced man, and aa 
time was an all important factor now he felt ' 
he must at once propose the maximum which 
could win and still declare a princely dividend 
upon the investment. 

" Mr. Atwell," said he, " I am taking a step 
now which few business men would advocate, 
but I am playing with great enterprises and 
my people are generous. The firm of Jacote, 
Sharp & Co. authorizes me to say that if 
this bid is accepted you may join the firm 
as a silent partner, and become independent 
for life. We will arrange the details at your 
convenience." 
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Douglas felt his cheeks burn with the hot 
blood which surged up into them, and hia 
fingers itched to seize this low trafficker in 
men by the throat and choke him till he 
begged for mercy. The effect of Westmore- 
land's proposed scheme flashed with lightning- 
like rapidity through bis mind. He saw the 
city with its poor district rendered poorer; 
its vice increased ; its crimes multiplied ; its 
municipal history stained by a record of graft 
and corruption as compared with which the 
corruption of Rome was insignificant, and he 
was asked to become promoter of the scheme 
and share in its profits. 

" Mr. Westmoreland," said he, " please un- 
derstand my point of view. I could not help 
you if I would, but I would not help you to 
push through the corrupt scheme which your 
firm proposed for all the money they ever 
hope to steal, much less to pay out in bribes. 
I despise your grafting and dishonest outfit, 
and not only will not help you, but will do 
everything I can to oppose you. I have 
treated your advances with courtesy because I 
was never absolutely sure of your attitude, 
but now it is clear, and you know where I 
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stand. I am from West Poiut, and you can't 
buy me ; and what is more, don't try it 
again." 

Weatmoreland stood complacently rapping 
his trousers leg with his cane, while his face 
exhibited only the concern a business man 
displays when his projects are going wrong. 

" I see," he said. " But what leads you to 
think that the proposal ia corrupt?" 

Douglas realized at once that he had spoken 
indiscreetly, that he had been uttering aloud 
the conclusions which Benedict had told him 
to guard most carefully ; that his words indi- 
cated he bad in short learned more than 
Westmoreland dreamed was known by any 
man. The full extent of his knowledge must 
be concealed from Westmoreland, however, 
otherwise Benedict's chances of conducting a 
successful prosecution would be blocked for- 
ever. 

" If your schemes are not corrupt," answered 
Douglas, " why did you try to bribe me ; why 
did you propose admitting me to membership 
in your firm, when you know that I am totally 
unlit for such a trust, if you did not intend to 
push through a dishonest scheme? Your bid 
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would win on its merits if it were honest, 
and you back it with bribes becaase you know 
it cannot win in any other way." 

Mr. Westmoreland listened attentively to 
the end to the vehement utterance of the in- 
dignant young officer; then be laughed and 
said, *' Well, I see we cannot get on. I wanted 
to see you win out, because I thought you 
were of the kind which wins, but you decline 
to see it my way, so we will let the matter 
drop. The fight can be carried elsewhere and 
your name removed completely from connec- 
tion with the case. I will therefore ask you 
to return the check which you received by 
registered mail a few days ago and we will 
forget that you were concerned in this matter. 
I regret that I offended you." 

" That is very kind of you, Mr. Westmore- 
land, but I prefer to retain that check." 

Mr. Westmoreland's teeth snapped, the lines 
in his face deepened, and his lips curled 
sneeringly. " Why ? " he said quietly. 

" That is my affair," said Douglas. 

" I anticipated that line of boyish conduct 
when this matter was under consideration, 
Mr. Atwell, and caused a receipt to be secured 
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for the letter containing the checlc. I presume 
also that you appreciate the fact that pres- 
entation of the check at the bauk on which 
it was drawn suggests some unpleasant things 
which you would not like have become 
public." 

" I realize this, Mr. Westmoreland, that you 
are a fashionable thief, a successful black- 
mailer, a sueak and a coward ; that you would 
not hesitate at anything if you thought you 
would get away with a whole skin, but let me 
tell you something — if you attempt the plan 
you suggest you will need more ex-convicts 
than Blair Parkinson to save your hide from 
a tanning every time you step outside of your 
door. Most cowards don't like that sort of a 
thing." 

" So it's war, is it? " 

" As you please," replied Douglas. 

They had arrived opposite the lofty build- 
ing into which Westmoreland had his office, 
and stood glaring at each other upon the side- 
walk. Westmoreland's face twitched and his 
eyes shone green like a cat's in the darkness, 
but he forced a smile to his lips and replied, 
*' Oh, very well. You will learn more as you 
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grow older, perhaps," and be turned toward 
the door of his office. 

Roland McGrew, dressed better than Douglas 
had ever seen him before, passed them with 
his eyes straight to the front, and sped in an 
elevator to the top of the building. He was 
office boy for the firm of which Mr. Westmore- 
land was a member. 

Douglas resumed his walk toward the office. 
He had declared his intentions, and hence* 
forth he could expect nothing but open hos- 
tility from Westmoreland. The outburst of 
feeling was possibly very unwise, but in view 
of all that Westmoreland knew or could 
readily guess it seemed folly to conceal his 
intentions further. Whether wise or unwise, 
however, Douglas had announced his prin- 
ciples, and Westmoreland knew that there 
were some men at least who could not be 
bought. 

" No," he mused, as be ascended to bis 
office, " I can't buy him. Money appears to 
have no attraction for the young man, but just 
the same he has his price. Those stupid 
things Parkinson sent for the check failed 
to get it, but before I finish with Mr. Atwell 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



1 86 A WEST POINT 

be will be willing to pay me to take it back. 
He poses as an ofiScer and a gentleman — ah, 
that is the spot. Money is not precious, but 
honor, reputation, and family ties are. It is 
sad to be forced to attack a man on such 
ideals, but business is business. He will be 
begging for mercy like all the rest inside of a 
month." 

Westmoreland stepped out on the landing 
and walked thoughtfully to his room. Roland 
McGrew hovered about his desk dusting it, 
arranging the books with scrnputous care, 
and watching as the hungry hawk watches 
his prey for some indication of the thing he 
sought. Westmoreland had never had an 
office boy half so attentive. But across the 
street, brooding and sullen, sat another lad 
watching the building for a glimpse of the 
boy who had succeeded him. He had been 
discharged for negh'gence,and Roland McGrew 
had taken his place. And while Westmore- 
land, seated at his desk, received his reports 
unmindful of the keen eyes upon him, Roland 
McGrew was equally unconscious of the frag- 
ment of humanity across the street which 
waited for him to emerge from the door below. 
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Equally absorbed in his thoughts, Douglas 
entered his office and resumed his task, but 
his mind felt relieved of a great burden. He 
had declared himself and felt free, but how 
would Benedict feel? He went to the 'phone 
and told him all that bad happened — the coo- 
ditioii in which he found his room, bis meet- 
ing with Westmoreland, and as much of the 
conversation as it was discreet to repeat. 

Benedict groaned. " You are certainly a 
fine pair of assistanta, you and O'CIonnor. 
If you keep on helping me for another week 
they will have me jailed or assassinated. 
Can't you learn to disguise your feelings a 
little, fake a bit, and wait for your oppor- 
tunity ? Why, if you were a lawyer you 
would starve." 

Douglas promised to do his best ; until the 
information which they sought could be 
secured it was necessary to be cautious, and 
to encourage confidence in their opponents. 
So long as the check remained in their pos- 
session the advantage remained with them, 
and new efforts to regain bis position were 
soon to be expected from Westmoreland. 

The morning passed without unusual occur- 
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rence. Douglaa lunched with Benedict and 
they talked over their eiperiencea thoroughly, 
and agreed upon plans for the future. 

" Hawking called a few moments ago," said 
Benedict, " and said he could report no prog- 
ress in the search for the man with the scarred 
hand. No one knows that Hawkins ia in my 
employ, so he was able to get possession of all 
the finger print records on file, but no record 
exists which corresponds with the fellow 
whom we want. The description of Indian 
Kleboe was so accurate that Hawkins was 
able to lead us direct to his hang-out, but he 
cannot locate the other fellow. Either he haa 
not been recorded in San Francisco or else 
some one haa abstracted the records to protect 
him, but if he is in the city we will get him 
finally." 

Douglas went back to his work, and 
plodded away all the rest of the afternoon. 
His plans for construction work were develop- 
ing nicely, and he derived great pleasure from 
seeing the rough outline of hills change to 
well regulated lines of barracks and quarters 
with streets and walks and water systems all 
symmetrically arranged. His first outlines 
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were completed, and he was ready to begin 
the work on the details of coDstructiou when 
the official day closed and be left the office. 

It was a beautiful clear afternoon, and 
Douglas preferred walking to the boat land- 
ing. He arrived ten minutes ahead of the 
hour for regular trips of the boat, and as be 
stood gazing down the line of wharves he 
noted the stooped shoulders of old Dennis 
Moriority as he tugged at a boat partially 
resting in the surf. Douglas hurried to his 
side and helped bim pull up the boat. 

" You are getting a little old for this kind 
of work, Dennis, especially as you have to sit 
up so late at night for people to come back 
with the boats." 

" Yes, yes/' said Dennis, " I do be havin' 
to stay up purty late betimes." 

" I kept your boat out longer than I ex- 
pected, so here is fifty cents for the extra 
time," said Douglas. 

"Thank ye, thank ye, sir," said Dennis. 

" By the way, who was with Indian Kleboe 
when he crossed the bay the other night? " 

"Sure it was — uh, uh — uh — sure I don't 
know — why do ye be after askin' ? " 
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"Oh, no matter, Dennis," eaid Douglas 
smiling ; " I merely wanted to know," and be 
went away sure that if other means should 
fail old Dennis Moriority could probably sup- 
ply the information desired. It would be 
dangerous to urge the old boatman to tell any 
of the secrets of his trade. He could easily 
warn the men concerned and their flight 
would destroy all chance of success. It was 
better to wait. The reply of the old boatman 
was an acknowledgment of the fact that In- 
dian Kleboe had crossed the bay in a boat and 
that he was accompanied by another man. 
This was sufficient for the present. 

Douglas crossed the bay in a happy frame 
of mind and walked rapidly to his quarters. 
Kory had returned &om San Francisco with 
Alice Dryden, whom he had left at Lieutenant 
Swayne's quarters, and was now comfortably 
seated upon the front porch with Gertrude — 
and both seemed perfectly happy. They were 
too much interested to be disturbed, and 
Douglas left them after a moment and went 
to his room. 

His evening dress suit was already spread 
out upon the bed, where Qertrade had placed 
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it for him in anticipatioD of the hop and the 
room was a model of tidiness, " notwithstand- 
ing the invasions by Westmoreland's interest- 
ing friends," mused Douglas. 

He glanced up at the picture representing 
the death of Bill Smathers, the queer fellow, 
which had been slashed across the face. " So 
your record is not in San Francisco. Then 
where is it?" 

He leaned back in bis chair and thought 
long and earnestly upon the question. 

The tinkle of the bell for dinner broaght 
him out of his study, and he went down with 
some conclusions fairly well fixed in his mind. 

Roderick and Gertrude did all of the talk- 
ing, and Douglas listened, amused and inter- 
ested, and left the table, hoping that the acci- 
dent which had brought bia good friend and 
classmate to his humble dwelling might re- 
sult in happiness for all concerned. 

At a quarter to eight the entire party, 
dressed for the hop, left for Swayne's quarters, 
where Alice Dryden was awaiting their ar- 
rival in the parlor with Mrs. Swayne. Doug- 
las saw the girl through the window and at 
once turned away in his gaze. For some 
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reason he felt aa nervous as od that first night 
at West Point when he met her, radiant and 
sparkling, in the hall of the hotel when he 
had expected to fitid a poor little old maid 
forlorn aod unattractive. They met now in 
the parlor and as she received his hand she 
said, " I am so glad that you could come to- 
night. This ia to be our last hop." 

'* Why the last ? " he said anxiously. 

" I expect to return to the East before the 
end of next week. Papa's business calls him 
back." 

Douglas was groping for appropriate words 
as he helped her adjust her wraps, and felt a 
sense of impending loss creep over him which 
he tried vainly to resist. 

" Must your going terminate — everything?" 
he asked gently. 

But Alice danced over to the mirror, and 
no dear little girl ever became so busy as she 
in adjusting curls and laces and wraps which 
were not in the slightest need of adjustment, 
and when she came back her eyea were spark- 
ling, but she was talking about everything 
except that sad return to the East. 

It was useless for Douglas to attempt break- 
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ing through that intangible barrier which shs 
so ingeDiously maintained about the subject 
aa they walked to the hop room and when 
the music started for the first dance they 
glided away together, the subject still un- 
touched. 

There was no doubt that Alice enjoyed It. 
She gladly gave him the greatest number of 
dances which she might without conspicuously 
favoring him, and when the evening was over 
she had furnished him sufficient reason to 
regret the possibility that this might be their 
last hop. 

They walked back to Swayne's quarters 
and stood talking for a moment in the light 
of the same beautiful moon which on the 
previous night had hung over the bay and 
the slums which he and Rory had invaded 
in search of criminals. 

Alice stood upon the steps of the porch and 
gazed down upon his broad shoulders, adorned 
so handsomely by the gold shoulder knots of 
his special evening dress. She had stopped 
his every effort to return to the subject of 
her departure and now of her own sweet will 
she returned to it. 
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" Shall I see you again before I leave T " 
she said. 

" Yes," said Douglas. " May I not call for 
you to-morrow afternoon for a walk in the 
park after office hours — and when you are 
leaving may I see you ofif in the train ? " 

She listened with astonishment. He had 
actually exceeded the invitation and was 
taking the initiative, instead of she. This 
was so great a concession that she felt like 
declining. Perhaps she had gained the 
mastery after all, but she could not be sure ; 
she would find that out during the walk. 

"That will be fine," she said simply. "I 
love walking. (3ood-night." 

Douglas turned down the walk toward his 
house. In front of his door stood a small 
figure with coat collar turned up and hat 
pulled down over his eyes. Douglas was 
about to pass when a low voice called " Even- 
ing papers I Evening papers I " and Douglas 
stopped in hia tracks. Little Roland McGrew 
stood before him. 

" I've got what you wanted to know," said 
Roland. " A box of papers, with the signature 
you gave me, are in Mr. Westmoreland's safe." 
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CHAPTER XI 

EOLAND REPORTS AND DOUGLAS ENJOYS 
A WALK IN THE PARK 

Roland McGrew had made the great dis- 
covery by means of which Douglas hoped to 
solve his own problem and to give to Benedict 
the evidence he needed for the prosecution of 
his case. But how could the valuable evidence 
be secured in documentary form? It was 
necessary to hear the boy's report in detail. 

" You have done fine work, Roland," said 
Douglas. " Come in and we will hear the 
story from the beginning." 

Roland glanced cautiously up and down 
the walk, but no one seemed to be in sight. 
His life in the alums had given him the 
caution of a savage whose existence depends 
on always seeing before he is seen. 

Roland followed Douglas on tiptoe and 
stood in the hall gazing big-eyed at what 
seemed to him evidence of great wealth and 
power and especially of cleanliness. He daily 
saw men of power and prominence in the 
196 
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Btreets, occasionally in their offices, but his 
business confined his activities principally to 
the pavements, and seldom did he enter the 
dwellings of any one except those of the resi- 
dents in the miserable district in which he 
lived. It is not surprising then that the boy 
stood somewhat awed by his surroundings. 
His eyes wandered from the piano in the 
parlor and the cross-sabers on the wall and 
other decorations brought from the Philip- 
pines, to the gold shoulder knots of the special 
evening dress which Douglas wore with such 
appearance of distinction. 

Roderick and Gertrude entered, and Doug- 
las introduced Roland to his sister. 

Gertrude held out her hand, and Roland 
took it shrinkingly, his blue eyes gazing up at 
her with the same look of wonder and suspicion 
which invariably flitted across bis face on his 
first contact with a stranger. 

" Douglas has told me about you," said 
Gertrude sweetly. " I hope you are getting 
along well." 

But Roland's eyes merely followed her 
wonderingly. No woman had ever before 
shown interest in him except to rebuke him. 
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Could it be poasiblo that the people of this 
refined house were actually concerned in bit 
welfare ? 

Words expreasive of bia doubta were rising 
to hia lips, but he repressed them and merely 
stood in silence. 

" Come to my room, Roland," said Douglaa, 
" and we will talk it over," and the boy 
meekly followed the two oflBeera up the stairs, 
still uncertain aa to the meaning of the strange 
considerationa which had been shown him. 

On the landing, Gertrude bade them good- 
night, and Rory and Douglas entered their 
room and seated themaelTes with the boy in 
front of them. 

" Now, Roland," aaid Douglas, " let ua hear 
your whole story." 

" Well, sir," said the boy, " I thought the 
only way I could find out anything was to go 
to work for Mr. Weatmoreland, so I went up 
and asked for a job. An Italian boy was just 
being discharged, and I got the place. I was 
in luck to come juat then. I didn't have 
nothing to do but a little cleaning and carry- 
ing messagea and telegrams and so on, but I 
got along all right. It was a cinch. 
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" I kept remembering that name you gave 
me, and so I went around Mr. Westmoreland's 
desk as often as I could, but didn't see noth- 
ing. But yesterday morning just after I seen 
you talking to him in the street, he walked 
around the ofBce for half an hour and then he 
called me in. I come right up to his desk 
and he says, ' Go and get me some postage 
stamps,' and begins feeling in his pocket for 
money, and right there in front of him was a 
pile of papers with red lines down the sides 
and at the bottom was the name you showed 
me. I didn't know what was in the papers, 
but the name was there all right, and I almost 
forgot what he told me in trying to see. I 
went off and came back in a hurry. Another 
man was with him. They were talking about 
some business, but I couldn't make out what 
it was. The safe was open, and Mr. West- 
moreland went to it and took out more papers 
and I saw the same name on them. There 
was a bunch of papers as big as that," and 
Roland indicated a large package. " I bad 
to go or make some reason for staying, so I 
jes' pushed an ink-well so that Mr. West- 
moreland knocked it on the floor and smashed 
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it. ' Go and get something to clean it up,' 
says he, and I skipped for the cleaning stuff. 
I got a bucket and scrubbing brush and got 
down on the floor, and you can bet I stuck to 
my job. They paid no more attention to me. 

" A lot more men came in and they all 
talked about some big job. Westmoreland 
says, 'The man who has the check won't 
give it up. He is against us, and I will have 
to kill him off some way — find something to 
stop him. You can leave it to me.' They 
all talked a long time. I didn't know none 
of them, but finally Westmoreland ties up all 
the papers and puts them in the safe. I saw 
the place he put them and know just how the 
package looks." 

" But did you know any of the men ? " 

" No," said Roland. " Never saw none of 
them before, but I would know any of them 
again." 

" Well," said Douglas, " you have done 
great work. It is probable that these papers 
will settle the whole matter for us, but I don't 
like to ask you to get them." 

Douglas rose and walked up and down the 
room. It was impossible, of course, to know 
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what the papera contained, but the opportunity 
seemed to present itself for malcing the great 
capture and of forever destroying Westmore- 
land's power for evil in San Francisco. But 
was it honorable for him to commission this 
boy. to take these papers from the office? 
Possibly they could be secured by legal proc- 
ess, but that would take time. In any event, 
it was Benedict who wanted them, not be, 
except in 80 far as he was interested in the 
young lawyer's case, and in finding the actual 
name of the man who signed the check. 
Roland watched him in surprise. He was not 
accustomed to hesitate about trifles, and could 
not well understand why any one should balk 
at taking a few papers if they were lying 
about, but he waited for instructions. 

"Well, Roland," said Douglas, "I princi- 
pally want to know who the man is who signed 
those papers. Do you think you could find 
that out ? " 

" There's a fighting chance," said he. " Do 
you want me to swipe those papers ? " 

" No," said Douglas, " no, I can't ask that." 

" Who wants them ? " 

" Mr. Benedict, the lawyer," said Douglas. 
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Roland's blue eyes looked far away for a 
moment, and then he looked in turn at 
Douglas and Kory. What thoughts were 
flying through the small red head could not 
be guessed, but certain it is he shared none of 
the misgivings which the two officers felt over 
the morality of fighting Westmoreland with 
any weapon which might be available. 

"Do you know Indian Kleboe?" asked 
Douglas bluntly. 

Roland recoiled. " Yes," he said ; " Indian 
Kleboe killed my father, but no one could 
prove it. He and his gang tried to rob dad 
in the street. Dad fought, and they say 
Indian Kleboe killed him." 

" Well," said Douglas, " you read in the 
papers that my house was burglarized. In- 
dian Kleboe did it in company with another 
man," and Douglas went on to describe the 
latter in detail. " Do you think you know 
this other fellow, Roland T " 

'* No," said the boy ; " there ain't no fellow 
like that in the ward. None that I ever 
saw." 

They talked on for half an hour during 
which Roland gave the history of Indian 
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Kleboe and others of the gang. He had 
never seen Blair Parkinson before the day he 
discovered him on the comer, but knew that 
he was recognized as the leader of the gang 
and the most dangerous crook in the city. 

" It is too late for you to go back, Koland," 
said Douglas. " I will fix a place for you, and 
you can get away on the first boat after break- 
fast." 

Roland looked terrified. " It's all over 
with me if the gang finds out," he said. 

" I will set the alarm to awake me and let 
you away very early," said Douglas, and the 
boy finally consented, and was conducted to a 
room so clean and neat that he could hardly 
convince himself that it was for use and not 
just for ornament. 

The nest morning Douglas woke him at 
the appointed hour, gave him a hasty break- 
fast, and saw him step out of the back door 
and hurry off toward the boat. 

The boy reached it and stepped aboard. 
He sat silent and anxious in a corner, a few 
newspapers under his arm, and when the boat 
landed he hurried away along the street 
toward his home, unnoticed except by one, 
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and that one was Qiuseppi Qatti^ the Italian 
boy whose place he had taken in Westmore* 
land's office. 

Douglas was eager to reach the city aa soon 
as possible. Leaving Eory in bed he sent 
word to Klondyke Jones to come over that 
evening at six o'clock, and left at once for the 
city. It was an hour before the office would 
open, and he went straight to Benedict's house. 

The young lawyer was more than interested 
in Roland's discovery. " Leave the matter to 
me ; leave it strictly to me," he said. " You 
are liable to go up and tell Westmoreland 
what you think of him for having the stuff, 
and the next day it would be in a safe deposit 
vault. It was a master stroke to put that boy 
on the job, but I beseech you, leave the rest 
to me." 

Douglas left for his office, more perplexed 
and anxious than at any moment since he had 
become involved in this affair. Events were 
now pushing him on without any act of his 
own will. He had started the march but he 
could not stop it, and Benedict, not he, was in 
command and deciding on the course of action 
to pursue. He would gladly have withdrawn 
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from further connection with the case, but he 
had told Benedict that he would help, and he 
must not disregard his promise now. 

Douglas went to hia office and took up his 
task where he had left it the day before. The 
morning passed without unusual incident, 
and at midday he called Benedict on the 
'phone, but the latter was out, and he could 
get no further information. He lunched at 
an adjacent restaurant, scarce knowing what 
he ate, and went back to his office. The long 
afternoon passed, and at the close of office 
hours he was glad to get away from the mem- 
ory of the " case " and started for the great 
hotel at which Alice Dryden and her father 
were stopping. 

Pursuant to their engagement, Alice was 
ready, and together they walked out into the 
fresh afternoon breezes and turned toward 
Qolden Qate Park along Oak Street. 

There was just enough chill in the air to 
make the blood leap with the joy of living 
and to mantle the cheek with the flush of 
youth. The buds of early spring were ap- 
pearing upon trees and shrubbery along 
Avenue Drive and Mother Nature, preparing 
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her summer garb, was bidding all her children 
to come out into the sunlight and be happy. 

Under the influence of the enchanting 
scene and pleasant companionship, Douglas 
forgot all the worries of his o£Sce, the anxiety 
he had felt concerning the schemes of West- 
moreland and the problem which must soon 
find a solution. For a time he felt decidedly 
happy, and yet aa he walked the announce- 
ment which Alice had made only the previous 
evening that " This would be their last hop" 
was ringing in his ears. 

She glanced at him and noted with a 
girl's keen intuition that he was strug- 
gling with an awkward situation. Now was 
the time to secure the mastery. 

" It is too bad you have to leave — so soon," 
said Douglas timidly. 

" Oh, but I have a host of friends in New 
York whom I am eager to see," replied Alice. 

" But have you no friends here whom you 
are sorry to leave ? " 

" That is always — relative," she said, talk- 
ing away from him while his eyes gazed 
across the rolling parkland as if this alone 
were worthy of serious consideration. 
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Douglas felt a sense of irritation arise within 
him, and with it an increased desire to know 
her thoughts. 

" Yes, everything is relative," he said, with 
that touch of decision in his voice which al- 
ways made her half fear him. " In this case 
must we believe that New York possesses such 
advantages over San Francisco that you are 
glad to leave ? " 

" Oh, New York is charming, Mr. Atwell, 
far superior to San Francisco." 

"I meant the — friends. To me it is never 
the place which attracts, but the friends 
who live in the place. I care nothing for 
the magnificence of New York or magnifi- 
cence of any kind. I prefer walking like 
this in the fresh open air with a friend than 
automobiling with one who does not attract 
me, no matter who that person is ; do you 
feel differently ? " 

She wanted him to talk on. This was the 
first concession he had ever made. 

" I don't know," she said. " It is hard to 
analyze one's feelings. Do you really regret 
our leaving?" 

" Very much," said Douglas, and then he 
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caught his breath. Where was this foolish- 
ness leading him? Had he not decided to 
eliminate Alice Dryden from his life? Had 
he not long ago realized that their worlds 
were so far apart that no sentiment could ever 
bridge the distance which separated them? 
Thia matter had gone far enough. He lapsed 
into silence, but Alice waa not satisfied. 

" Why, will you miss us ? " she said. 

Douglas groped desperately for something 
to say which would be courteous but noncom- 
mittal, but the words would not come, and in 
an instant the occasion for a reply had passed, 
for as tbey spoke they turned again in the 
drive and beheld two men standing in earnest 
conversation. One was Stanhope Everett 
Westmoreland, the other, Blair Parkinson. 

Great as was the surprise, Westmoreland 
was equal to the occasion. 

" Good-evening, Mr. Atwell," said he, doff- 
ing his hat ; " I was about to despatch a mes- 
senger to see you. Here is a letter in which 
I think you will be interested. Pardon my 
interruption." 

He thrust out a long envelope, and Douglas 
stood hesitating. His feelings impelled him 
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to strike down the hand before him, but he 
could not make a scene, and moreover, Bene- 
dict had urged caution and self-control, and 
he must try to conform. 

He received the envelope, thrust it into his 
pocket, and bowing moved on. 

Alice glanced up at him, curiosity expressed 
in every feature. 

"What a strange looking creature with — 
that gentleman who met you." 

" As strange as he looks," said Douglas, and 
feeling compelled to make some explanation, 
he added, " The gentleman who just gave me 
the letter is Mr. Westmoreland, an attorney 
about town with whom I have had some busi- 
ness relations." 

Alice raised her brows. " Mr. Westmore- 
land — it seems to me I have heard of him be- 
fore. What a man he was with. Ugh I " 
She shivered, and again Douglas felt the chills 
creep over him. 

In front of them a big tourist automobile 
came speeding up the drive, and Alice ex- 
claimed, " Why, it is daddy's machine 1 " 

Mr. Dryden saw them, and reaching over 
tapped the chauffeur on the shoulder. The 
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machine awept up beside them, dropping in 
speed from fifty miles an hour to a dead halt 
in a space of one hundred yards. 

" Jump in," said Mr. Dryden ; " I will take 
you home." Douglas and Alice mounted to 
the seat beside him, the door snapped behind 
them, and the machine shot away like an ar- 
row released from its bow. 

" Shall I take you down toward the boat 
landing? " asked Mr. Dryden. 

" If you please," said Douglas, and he noted 
the care-worn expression which had settled 
over the face of this great captain of industry 
whose position in the business world seemed 
to be established beyond the possibility of at- 
tack. 

Almost in silence the party swept on to the 
boat landing, and as Douglas stepped down 
he said : " When shall I come to see you off 
for the East?" 

Alice started. " When shall we leave, 
papa ? " 

Mr. Dryden poked the rugs at the bottom 
of the machine for a moment as if in deep 
thought. 

" To-morrow evening at eight o'clock," he 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



2IO A WEST POINT 

Bald. " Take dinner with us at the hotel at 
half after six," he added suddenly. " It is the 
last time I shall be in the West for many 
years, perhaps." 

Douglas felt the color rising to his cheeks. 
"Thank you," he said; "I shall be glad to 
come." 

The auto rolled away, and Douglas walked 
down to the boat landing. The boat was 
waiting at the dock, and he went aboard. 
The Golden Gate was bathed in the effulgence 
of the setting sun as the little vessel swung 
out of her landing place, and turned her nose 
toward Angel Island. 

The beauty, the richness, the color of it all 
surpassed the most extravagant eflForts of the 
artist's brush, but Douglas was blind to its 
attractions. He was reading th6 letter which 
Westmoreland had handed him. 

" I have decided to give you one more 
opportunity," it ran. " It is presumed that 
you are aware of the fact that your history is 
open to the scrutiny of the public, that you 
have not forgotten that you were tried by 
general court martial at West Point for con- 
duct unbecoming a' cadet and a gentleman, 
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aad that you escaped a conviction by methods 
which you would not like to have exposed. 
It may be interesting to you to know that 
your ancestry has been examined into and 
that a stain rests upon your immediate rela- 
tives which, if made public, would prevent 
their association with decent society, and 
make your further career as an officer im- 
possible. We hope you will not force us to 
bring your sister's name before a public 
anxious to degrade her ; that you will realize 
that we do not wish to be compelled to resort 
to any of these methods in order to protect 
ourselves from the foolish action you teem to 
contemplate. 

" You know the remedy. We await your 
decision." 

The letter was typewritten, and was un- 



Douglas folded the letter and put it back 
into his pocket. Had be a right to go on 
when the names of his mother and sister 
might be dragged into the lime-light and 
disgraced by a scandal-loving public? 

As he approached his quarters, he heard 
Gertrude's voice floating out over the parade- 
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ground as she sat at the piano and sang Alice 
Dryden's favorite melody, " The Land of the 
Leal." 

How could he risk any harm to her, 
no matter how remote? He stood irreso- 
lute, full of anger, dread and bitter resent- 
ment. 

A footstep sounded on the sidewalk and he 
looked up to see Corporal Klondyke Jones 
approaching with head up and shoulders 
erect. The " ole sojer " was reporting in 
obedience to Douglas' message sent him that 
morning before he left for the office. 

Douglas stepped down from the porch to 
meet him, and for a half hour they talked 
over the occurrences which resulted in the 
slashing of Bill Smathers' picture by the man 
whose finger prints were undoubtedly left on 
the window sill. 

Douglas took the photograph from his 
pocket and held up the print of the hand 
with its scar across the index and second 
fingers and running into the palm. 

Klondyke studied it for a moment, and 
then he said, " That 'ere's as good as a picture 
o' his face. It's Tom Jenkins, the fellow that 
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was bobtailed over two years back, and got 
out 0' Alcatraz^ a few months ago." 

"My old striker," exclaimed Douglas. 
" By Jove, I believe you are right." 

" I'll bet the best team of mules in Missouri 
that he's your man," said Klondyke. " I kin 
lay hands on him inaide o' twenty-four 
hours." 

'Aleatew bland— Plooe of DonfiaBment ot militai^ convfeli. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE ARRESTS 

After making his announcement that the 
man with the scarred hand was none other 
than Tom Jenkins, ex-soldier and ex-convict, 
Klondyke Jones left to verify his statement, 
and promised to return at ten o'clock that 
night. Time was precious and every day 
which was allowed to pass while Indian 
Kleboe and Jenkins remained at liberty in- 
creased the chance of their ultimate escape 
and increased the probability that Westmore- 
land would avoid the consequence of his acts. 
It was necessary to act quickly. 

Douglas saw the " ole sojer " hurry off 
toward the landing, and then he entered his 
quarters and joined Rory and Gertrude in the 
parlor. 

They had had an interesting day about the 
post and were in high spirits. Guard mount- 
ing, company and battalion drills were fol- 
lowed with preliminary target practice, and 
214 
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in the aAiernooD a brisk horseback ride com- 
pleted a pleasant day full of interest and enter- 
tainment. 

Douglas remained a quiet listener to bis 
sister's spirited conversation, and as ten o'clock 
approached he went to the porch and awaited 
the arrival of Corporal Klondyke Jones. 

The " ole sojer," punctual as usual, ap- 
peared at the appointed hour and Douglas 
led him to his office, where Rory joined him. 

" Well," said Douglas eagerly, as soon aa 
they had entered, " bow about Jenkins ? " 

" Jes' as I said," replied Klondyke. " He's 
your man. He left Alcatraz three months 
back, an' has been around San Francisco 
ever since. The lieutenant must remember 
him ? " 

" Yes," said Douglas ; " he worked for me 
just after I joined the regiment, and in that 
way he came to know all about the house. 
Though he seemed to do his work well, I 
didn't think he was trustworthy, and was not 
at all surprised when he deserted. Later I 
learned that he had been apprehended and 
that he had been tried, convicted, and sen- 
tenced to confinement at Alcatraz Island. 
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I never saw him again until the night I 
caught him here in my room, but it did not 
occur to me that he waa my old striker in 
the early days, and yet there was something 
about him as I saw him there beside my table 
vhich reminded me of one I bad known. 
" How did yoii trail him, Corporal Jones ? " 
" Well, sir, I knowed Jenkins mighty well. 
He joined the regiment in the Philippines jest 
before the lieutenant joined it as a recruit, 
and he was with us on the 5th of February in 
'99 when we made that big charge on Block- 
house No. 14. I reckon the lieutenant will 
never forget that 'ere day when the bullets flew 
like hailstones, and the sun almost fried us 
where we lay in the rice paddy. Tom Jenkins 
was only a recruit, but when that 'ere line 
rose to charge Tom he was with it, and when 
we struck the trench Tom fought, sir, like a 
demon. There never was no coward in Tom 
Jenkins. But bewasalwayscantankerous.and 
you couldn't take it outen him. He couldn't 
do straight duty, and one night on outpost 
Bill Smathers was in charge of a cossack post 
in front of Malolos where the insurrectos was 
thick as beea in every bush in front. Jenkins 
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be left his post, and BUI Smatbers up and 
accases bim of cowardice. Jenkins sat in tbe 
rice paddy for a minute, and tben he drops 
his rifle and walks straight out into tbe 
bamboo with nothing but bis bayonet. He 
hadn't gone one hundred paces before a half 
dozen waa around him and Tom was fightin' 
for his life. When Bill Smatbers reached 
him he was hangin' on death grip to a bolo 
with one band while he clung fast to tbe 
throat of an insurrecto with tbe other. 

" Bill Smatbers saved bim, but from that 
day forward they waa mortal enemies. That 
grip that Jenkins took on the native's bolo 
saved his life, but it left a scar that brands 
him like a mark on a mule. He can't never 
shed it. Jenkins couldn't stand straight 
soldierin'. As soon as the war was over he 
jumped the game and deserted. Times got 
hard and Jenkins thought he would try it 
again. He jined your company, and seein' 
that you didn't recognize him he stood to bis 
post, but one of tbe old fellows of the company 
came to Frisco, and Jenkins seen that tbe jig 
waa up and cut for high timber. They 
caught him, bobtailed bim and sent bim to 
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Alcatraz, and to-day he is hanging out in San 
Francisco, working occasionally, but always 
full o' the same old tricks." 

" They will have a complete record at 
Alcatraz," said Douglas. " Perhaps we could 
get it." 

" I will go over to-morrow, if you like, Dug," 
said Rory, " so as not to interfere with your 
work at the oflBce, and later I will cross to the 
city and tell you what luck we have had." 

"Thank you, Rory. That will let me tell 
Benedict all about our discovery, and possibly 
he will be willing to take action to-morrow." 

Klondyke left Jenkins' address in the city, 
gave the detailed physical description of the 
man as shown in the company records, and 
left, assuring Douglas that he would be glad 
to help " to comer the critter if his services 
were needed." 

The next morning Douglas caught the first 
boat to the city. The time for arresting 
Indian Kleboe and Bill Jenkins seemed to 
have arrived, but he could not take action 
until Benedict was willing for fear of prej- 
udicing the latter's case. Eager as he was, 
he was no more eager then Benedict, who 
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Btood at the door of the Phelan Building and 
awaited his arrival. 

Benedict's face beamed with delight as 
Douglaa approached. " I've got it," he 
whispered, seizing Douglas by the arm. 

" What have you got ? " 

" Everything ; everything I have been work- 
ing for for three long years. The whole com- 
bination is laid bare. I have been able to 
connect up the story of municipal graft for 
ten years back ; to connect up the operations 
of the leaders, and to-day I stand ready to 
prosecute. Big names are involved, and to- 
morrow the city of San Francisco will be 
treated to a senaation. We make the arrests 
to-night." 

" Do you want Westmoreland and his 
associates?" 

" Yes, every one connected with the busi- 
ness. There are others, but I am going to 
keep that a dead secret. The government 
has nothing to do with the case, as I told you. 
The bid gave only the necessary clue to the 
proper depository of information and helped 
me to a solution. They will never be men- 
tioned, except that it will be necessary to 
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establish 'the identity of the persons who at- 
tempted to bribe you in order to prove the 
rest of my case. The check we hold is the 
most valuable piece of evidence that could 
have possibly fallen into my hands. Westr 
moreland was crazy to let it be used, and pos- 
sibly he realizes that fact now, but it is too 
late." 

" He seems to realize it Look at this," 
and Douglas handed to Benedict the type- 
written letter which Westmoreland had given 
him in the park the day before. 

" It is all blu£f, Atwell," said the latter, as 
he finished reading. " No doubt Westmore- 
land would do all he says if he could, but 
after to-day he will be fighting to stay out of 
prison instead of trying to blackmail you into 
giving up the evidence against him. Stand 
pat, my boy, and we will come out all right." 

" I think we have located the man with the 
scarred hand," went on Douglas, and he 
related the story which Klondyke Jones had 
told him of Tom Jenkins and his present 
whereabouts. " Of course we could find no 
record of the man in San Francisco. He is 
not known to the police here, but Alcatraz will 
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have his record, and by noon to-day we should 
have him exactly located. I will 'phone you 
ag soon as I know." 

" Everything is ready," said Benedict. 
" Hawkins is waiting for the word. At the 
same moment Indian Kleboe, Blair Parkin- 
son, Westmoreland and your man Jenkins, if 
he turns out to be the fellow we want, will be 
arrested, and with them the others involved. 
Oh, it will be the biggest thing that Frisco 
has seen for a long time," and Benedict 
chuckled as happily as a schoolboy. 

"But how did you get the evidence?" said 
Douglas. 

" Well," said he, " Mr. Westmoreland was 
careless once too often. The details are 
strictly confidential, and I cannot divulge 
them." 

Douglas flushed hotly. " I hope that no 
one is involved in — questionable conduct due 
to anything that I told you." 

" You gave me clues," said Benedict. " I 
worked them out. There is no cause for 
worry. I am doing nothing which I could 
not do by strictly legal process." 

Douglas did not feel satisfied, but hs was 
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no lawyer, and he was not prepared to dispute 
a lawyer's methods. He could leave it to 
Westmoreland and Benedict to fight out 
their campaign for supremacy according to 
their own methods. With this he was not 
concerned, except loyally to play the part 
which he had agreed to play, but he must 
join in the conflict with vigor in anything 
which concerned his personal relations with 
Westmoreland. 

" All right," said Douglas, " I leave it to 
you, only you know how I feel about it. When 
this thing is over there should be nothing to 
regret." 

Benedict nodded. " I agree with you," he 
said. " Please 'phone me when you get word 
about your ex-soldier man, and we will have 
everything ready for the crash by noon to-day. 
We pull the string this evening, and San 
Francisco will feel like an earthquake center. 
You'd better not be mixed up in the affair at 
all. Arrests, handcuffs and police courts are 
nasty things at best. Just let me know where 
to find your man ; I will do the rest" 

" That is entirely agreeable to me," said 
Douglas. 
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Benedict hurried off to perfect his plans, 
and Douglas went to his office. Only a few 
days had passed since he entered this build- 
ing, yet in those few days events had crowded 
upon each other with the rapidity of action 
of a battle-field. What was to come next? 
What would be Westmoreland's next move 
when he found himself a prisoner accused of 
crime? In this shifting of the scene, would 
Douglas drop out of the arena and leavo 
Benedict and Westmoreland alone to settle 
their differences according to the laws of the 
arena, where, as a rule, might makes right? 

Douglas ardently hoped that he might avoid 
being drawn into the impending conflict and 
felt that this would be the case, but fate had 
decreed it otherwise. On the contrary, the 
next half-day's developments were destined 
to bring him face to face with the deciding 
problem of his whole career, and to try hia 
mettle and his courage as they were never 
tried before. 

Ignorant of the magnitude and importance 
of the problem which was developing about 
him, Douglas took up his plans and specifica- 
tiona for government construction, almost 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



224 A WEST POINT 

happy in the belief that the case was settled, 
so far as he was concerned, and that West- 
moreland's attention would be too completely 
absorbed in the greater issues at stake to pay 
further attention to an obscure lieutenant of 
the army. Three hours bad passed in the 
quiet comer in which he sat when Rory 
O'Connor arrived. 

" Finest thing in the world, Dug," said he ; 
" felt as if I were in a picture gallery. There 
was our man recorded at Alcatraz, — size, color, 
dimensions, scars, marks and outline card, 
with that bolo cut across bis hand described 
with a nicety which would satisfy the most 
exacting. 

" After finishing at Alcatraz Corporal Jones 
and I came over to the city, and Klondyke, 
all fixed up in cits, made a trip through the 
district in which Jenkins lives. The ' ole 
sojer' found him, and within half an hour 
we had his alias, Bill Perkins instead of Tom 
Jenkins, and I lit out for your ofilice, and here 
I am. There is no doubt about the chap. 
We can get him in half an hour." 

" Fine, Rory, fine," said Douglas. " I think 
we'd better locate Benedict and tell him. It 
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isn't safe at this stage of the game to use the 
'phone." 

" Suppose we call him up, take him out for 
lunch and celebrate this event properly before 
it comes ofif." 

" All right," ^aid Douglas. " I feel aa 
happy as a plebe on the 12th of June.^ Let 
us celebrate." 

He called Benedict on the 'phone, made 
the necessary arrangement, and he and Rory 
left the office. 

The familiar call of Roland McQrew was 
lacking, and the surveillance of Blair Parkin- 
son had apparently ceased. Westmoreland 
and his men felt as secure in their position as 
did Douglas and Roderick. Like armies, 
each ignorant of the presence of the other in 
the theater of operations, an inexcusable 
situation which nevertheless frequently ex- 
ists, each side had relaxed and was ready to 
rejoice in prospects of early victory. 

Full of exuberant spirits, Douglas and Rory 
met Benedict at the caf6 of a large hotel from 
which the banking house of Shelton, Love 

* The end of tbe year at West Poiiit:, when tbo " pteb^" or fint 
year oadet, beoomes a " jearliDg." 
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& Co. waa visible, where at that very mo- 
ment Westmoreland sat in consultation with 
his associates and confidently assured them of 
the success of his plans. Had either of these 
two groups been able to see beyond the veil 
which separates the present from the future, 
what scenes they would have beheld enacted 
upon this very spot, whore an epoch in the 
history of this great city was to be written in 
a never-to-be-forgotten manner. 

" Well," said Benedict, " I feel easy to-day 
for the first time after three years of constant 
work on what seemed to be a losing proposi- 
tion, and I can thank you and Atwell for it 
all. It was good fortune which brought me 
into your office that big day on which you 
were acting chief quartermaster, and I got my 
direction of attack. Since then your help has 
made the whole thing so easy that it seems 
like picking up money in the street. Over 
there in the Shelton- Love Building Westmore- 
land thinks he has a strong box containing 
the original confidential documents which 
have passed for the last two months be- 
tween Westmoreland and his people, but 
instead he has a package of newspapers 
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and I have the documents. How did it 
happen ? " 

Benedict leaned back in his chair and 
shook with hearty laughter. " Some day, 
perhaps, I will tell you, but now let ua get to 
work ou the lunch." 

They ordered a generous lunch, and laughed 
over the remembrances of college and cadet 
days and no one could imagine that any one 
of them had a care in the world to disturb 
him. 

" Well," said Benedict, rising, " you boys 
may go home to-night and sleep tight. I will 
tell you all about it in the morning." 

" Good luck," said Douglas. " We leave it 
all to you." 

They parted and Rory left for Fort Mc- 
Dowell, while Douglas returned to the office. 

Until the following day, there would, he 
thought, be nothing of interest, except the de- 
parture of the Drydens for the East. 

That event, he reflected, must be treated as 
a matter of routine, an occurrence to which 
no spe&ial significance could be attached, an 
incident in the shifting scenes of life which 
demanded the customary but meaningless ex- 
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pressions of regret recognized as fitting in good 
society, nothing more. 

He left his o£Qce a very self-satisfied phi- 
losopher, and returned to the island. " Little 
Sis," knowing of his intended visit to the city 
to take dinner with the Drydens, had his best 
suit of "cits " laid out on his couch, collar set 
aside, cuff buttons adjusted and every detail 
of the appropriate dress for the occasion care- 
fully attended to. 

" You will find everything ready, ' Brod,' " 
she said as he mounted the stairs, and the 
family went to dinner. 

While Douglas dressed, he heard her merry 
peals of laughter, his mother's low tone 
through the dining-room, and Kory's steady 
stream of anecdotes, which never seemed 
more interesting than this night, " while I," 
mused Douglas, " am going to the city to eat 
a formal dinner, express formal regrets, and 
bow myself out of Alice Dryden's world." 

" I will be back before ten o'clock," he said, 
as he passed the parlor and hurried on to 
catch the boat. 

The ride to the city under the moon and 
stars with the little boat plowing up the silver 
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erested foam was very exhilarating, and he 
reached the dock forgetful of all else except 
the possibilities of this last occasion on which 
he would meet the Drydens. He reached the 
hotel just aa they descended. Both Alice and 
her father were simply dressed for the long 
trip on which they were about to start. 

" I'm glad you are with us this evening, 
Mr. Atwell/' said Mr. Dryden. " I am so 
weary of business that I rejoice when I can 
talk to a man who has — the other point of 
view. Let us go to dinner at once." 

They walked into the dining-room and 
took seats at a table arranged for three. 
The dinner had been already ordered, and 
a waiter placed the first course with all the 
obsequious care which characterizes the well- 
trained servant who expects a liberal tip. 

'* Yes," continued Mr. Dryden, " I am very 
much attracted by the army life. There are 
no sordid considerations to worry about, and 
the problem of leading armies is one which 
requires the highest character, the highest 
intelligence, and the highest patriotism for its 
successful solution. If I had an opportunity 
to live my life over again, I would go to 
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West Point and make the service a life 
study." 

The conversation drifted to the Philippines, 
and Douglas related his experiences, while 
Alice listened with that rapt attention which 
the subject always seemed to win from her. 
She scarcely spoke during the meal, but as 
they walked from the dining-room she said, 
" We hope you will call on us if you ever 
come to the East. Papa and I will always be 
glad to see you." 

" Thank you," said Douglas, warmly, 
though nothing seemed to promise a trip to 
the East for many years to come. The regi- 
ment was scheduled for foreign service, and 
three years must pass before he would return 
to the United States. 

A fussy porter carried the bags to an auto 
standing in front of the door, and in a few 
moments the party was rolling away from 
the magnificent hotel toward the railway 
station. 

Alighting, Douglas and Alice walked out 
upon the platform and stood in the pale 
moonlight talking about the every-day trifles 
which make up the bulk of ordinary con- 
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versatioD, while Mr. Dryden went to the 
office to arrange the final details for their 
departure. Over on the track beyond stood 
the long night expreas, ready for its trans- 
continental trip from the land of sunshine 
and flowers to the heart of New York. 

Not more than five minutes remained be- 
fore the appointed train time, when the cheery 
voice of Rory O'Connor was heard, and that 
handsome young officer, accompanied by 
Gertrude, daahed up to where they stood. 

" I didn't want to intrude," said Rory 
apologetically, " but I just couldn't let you 
go without saying good-bye personally, don't 
you know, and warning you that you must 
not forget to write to me — and to Douglas. 
We do like you so much, but we are a little 
afraid to say it, and you must pardon us if 
we don't make ourselves perfectly clear — at 
once." 

Alice burst into peals of laughter. " I 
shall try to write, Rory, you old dear," she 
said, and Douglas was heartily thankful for 
the darkness to conceal his embarrassment at 
the prospect of an occasional letter. He was 
searching for something fitting the occasion 
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when Mr. Dryden emerged from the door and 
advanced toward them. Two large auto- 
mobiles wheeled up to the station, and to 
his astonishment Douglaa beheld Westmore- 
land and Parkinson in one machine under 
charge of a policeman, while Hawkins and 
Benedict leaped from the other and moved 
rapidly along the platform. Straight as an 
arrow Hawkins came, his giant form swaying 
from side to side, and his steel-like hand 
descended upon the shoulder of Mr. Dryden, 
behind whom Roland McGrew stood, his eyes 
shining with excitement. 

" I arrest you in the name of the law," 
said Hawkins. " You will have to come with 
me." 

Douglas sprang forward and seized Hawkins 
by the arm. 

" Steady, Hawkins, you have made a mis- 
take. This is Mr. Dryden, of New York." 

V Exactly," said Hawkins firmly. " Mr. 
Dryden of New York is the very man I want, 
and I've got him. Here's the warrant." 

Benedict had seized Douglas by the coat 
and was pulling him back. 

" There's no mistake, Atwell," said he in 
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a low tone. " He is the man who signed 
your $25,000 check. He is the big stick in 
all this big swindle." 

The earth and sea and sky seemed whirling, 
swirling about and the ground seemed warp- 
ing and shifting beneath his feet as Douglas 
gazed blankly at the horrified faces of Alice 
and her father, and realized that he had 
labored for days to bring this upon them. 
These then were the people whom he had 
agreed to prosecute I 
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TOM JENKIK8 COHES OUT OF HIDING 

For a moment Mr. Dryden and his daughter 
vere too much surprised and startled to speak. 
Then the composure of the experienced busi- 
ness man asserted itself and he said, " I am 
ignorant of the situation. May I see your 
warrant, please? " 

He glanced it over, his face turned very 
pale, and with trembling fingers he handed 
it back. 

" Very well," he said. " Alice, we must 
postpone our trip. Please ask the agent to 
cancel our engagement for berths. I must 
ask you, Mr. Atwell, to escort my daughter 
back to the hotel. 1 will adjust this difficulty, 
and join you there later." 

Then he turned to Hawkins and Benedict. 
" Now I am ready, gentlemen," and the three 
moved away rapidly to the automobile wait- 
ing for them at the end of the station, and 
Douglas and Alice in silence reentered the 
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waiting- room, folio wed by Rory and Gertrude, 
ail so overwhelmed by the occurrence that 
conversation waa impossible. 

Alice walked to the office of the Pullman 
sleepers, and said as naturally as if nothing 
had occurred : 

" Please cancel Mr. Dryden's reservations 
for the staterooms on the eight o'clock train 
to-night." Then she turned sweetly to Rory. 
" I thank you so much for coming over, and 
you, Miss Atwell, It was very sweet of you." 
She held out her hand as a signal that they 
were courteously dismissed, and for once 
Roderick O'Connor was at a loss for some- 
thing pleasant to say. He had worked stren- 
uously for nearly a week to accomplish the 
apprehension of the man who had signed the 
big bribe check, and it waa impossible now to 
congratulate himself or Alice on her father's 
arrest. He merely tried to treat the matter 
as lightly as possible, but his voice was full 
of kindness as he replied, " I will be over to 
see you soon. We are at your service." 

" Thank you," said Alice, and her eyes ex- 
pressed her gratitude as she turned away from 
them and said to Douglas, " Will you please 
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have the trunks held and returned to the 
hotel? I will wait for you here." 

Douglas hurried to the haggage-room, 
highly pleased at the courage which Alice 
showed, and most of all at her complete under- 
standing of the proper thing to do in the 
emergency. There were no tears, no hysteria, 
no rantings or pleadings. She met the ugly 
situation as a courageous man would meet it, 
and Douglas felt a respect for her which bad 
never before entered into his estimate of her 
character. 

It required but a few minutes to arrest the 
shipment of the trunks, and to direct that 
they be sent back to the hotel and then he re- 
turned to Alice. 

" I told the porter to take our bags back," 
she said. " The auto is waiting outside." 
She rose and they moved out into the street, 
stepped into the big machine and rolled away 
in silence, which remained unbroken for 
several moments. Then Alice said, " I pre- 
sume this seems incomprehensible to you, Mr. 
Atwell, but I happen to know a great deal 
about papa's business affairs, and I was not 
surprised at a smash-up. Things have been 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



LIEUTENANT 237 

going badly lately, and papa has been worried 
to the verge of prostration. I wanted to be 
alone with you to ask for your help." 

Douglas felt the blood rush to his face, and 
pound and throb at his temples till he imag- 
ined the strokes must be audible to his com- 
panion. How could he tell her that he not 
only could not help, but that on the contrary 
he was committed in all probability to a 
prosecution of the people concerned ; but 
there was atill a chance, and he leaped at it. 

" I — I don't fully understand," he said. 

" Of course you do not," said Alice. *' I 
will tell you more at the hotel." 

They swept on through the streeta, ex- 
changing a few commonplace remarks, and 
stopped at the hotel they had left only a half 
hour before in the belief that their paths were 
about to part forever. 

Alice led the way to the parlor and seated 
herself in one of the great comfortable chairs 
which contributed so much to the luxury of 
the establishment, while Douglas drew up a 
chair in front of her, fearing the consequences 
which might result from this conversation, yet 
hoping that his fears might not be well founded. 
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Alice at once plunged into her subject. " I 
cannot tell you any of the details," she went 
on, " but from what papa has told me I could 
guess at his anxiety. It was necessary for 
him to hurry to San Francisco to back up 
some enterprises which must be put through 
to retain his position in the concern to which 
he belongs. He has spent sleepless nights 
over the situation and several times I heard 
him talk about the attacks which have become 
popular upon the trusts and say that the law- 
yers might get after him. Of course I do not 
know the exact situation, but this seems to be 
merely the work of some cheap lawyer who 
wants to make a living by posing as the cham- 
pion of the people and the enemy of the 
trusts." 

She gazed at Douglas, but he merely nod- 
ded and waited for her to go on. There seemed 
no opportunity for him to oflfer a word of en- 
couragement. 

" This department in San Francisco has 
been under my cousin, Beverly Van Duyne, 
who, as you know, was a failure at West Point 
and who has been a source of anxiety to the 
family ever since. I think papa made a mis- 
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take in the men he has employed to assist 
him. Mr. Westmoreland " 

Douglas started. " What has Mr. West- 
moreland to do with the matter 7 " 

" He is counsel for the San Francisco branch 
of the firm to which papa belongs." 

" What is the firm ? " 

" Jacobs, Sharp & Co. Papa is a silent 
partner. I heard about Mr. Westmoreland 
only a few days ago, and saw him for the first 
time when he met you in Golden Gate 
Park." 

Douglas sank back into his chair with an 
internal groan. In his distress at the personal 
shock and embarrassment to which Alice had 
been subjected, he had not grasped the full 
meaning of the situation. He had vaguely 
hoped that there might be some escape from 
the unpleasant truth which the arrest sug- 
gested, but with Alice's statement all doubt 
vanished. 

The truth was all too clear to him now. 
Westmoreland was the confidential agent of 
the firm. Never before had he associated this 
unscrupulous lawyer with the Drydens, but 
now the memory of the past came back as if 
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a curtain had been rent asunder, revealing a 
scene once familiar but temporarily forgotten. 
Westmoreland was with Van Duyne the day he 
was carried off the gridiron at Franklin Field. 
He now remembered their faces with the most 
perfect clearness as they gazed upon him with 
that sort of curiosity which the spectators at 
Rome felt in the wounded gladiator. 

And behind the schemes of Beverly Van 
Duyne, into which Mr. Dryden had been 
drawn, were Mr. Westmoreland and Blair 
Parkinson, with his professional thugs, Indian 
Kleboe and Tom Jenkins. 

Alice Dryden sought his help to protect 
this group of scoundrels because her father 
stood between them and the law. It was 
impossible. He sat silent, his gaze fixed 
upon the floor. 

" What is the matter? " she satd at length. 

There was no escape. He might as well be 
candid. " I cannot help," said Douglas. " I 
have promised to assist in the criminal prose- 
cution of the men Mr. Benedict was to arrest 
to-night." 

" To prosecute my father ? " said Alice in 
horror. 
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" Yea," said Douglas, " if he is the mao in- 
volved, and it seems certain that he is. Be- 
lieve me, I am sorry " 

" Oh I " She had risen, the single syllable 
resounding through the room like a suppressed 
cry of anger as she pressed her hand to her 
face. 

They stood gazing at each other for a mo- 
ment. Then her hand dropped to her side. 
"That is all," she said simply. 

It was the same signal of dismissal, stripped 
of its kindliness, which she had used when 
disposing of Rory at the railroad station, and 
Douglas had no desire to subject himself to 
humiliation by attempting an expression of 
sympathy. 

" Good-night," he said quietly, and left the 
hotel. 

When Douglas reached his quarters, he 
found Rory in his room, badly worried, 
thoroughly stampeded, in fact. He held up 
his hands as Douglas entered, and exclaimed : 
" Well, we certainly have made a mess of it. 
I haven't done such hard work for a year, and 
all to bring about the arrest and disgrace of a 
lifelong friend. I cannot believe that Mr. 
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Dryden is aware of the whole situation. I 
have always considered him perfectly honest 
and upright, and believe he has been deceived 
by the others involved in the swindle." 

" The man behind the whole thing is 
Beverly Van Duyne, whose career at the 
Academy was terminated when Brown was 
forced to resign." 

" Beverly Van Duyne I " exclaimed Rory. 

" Exactly," said Douglas, and he proceeded 
to narrate the story Alice had told him as they 
sat together at the hotel. " She asked for my 
help," he went on, " and I was forced to tell 
her that I am committed to assisting in a 
criminal prosecution of her father." 

Rory sank in his chair. " Is there no way 
out of it 7 " he asked. 

" None, so far as I can see," said Douglas. 
" If I am called I will testify as I agreed. 
Benedict warned me that the business was full 
of unpleasant situations, and I still agreed to 
go on. Had any one but Mr. Dryden been 
arrested to-night we would have rejoiced in the 
success of our operations. Can I stop now be- 
cause the chief man in the case is — one whom 
we do not like to embarrass 7 " 
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Rory was silent. He rose and walked up 
aud down, and then stopped in the middle of 
the room. " It is pretty tough," said he, " to 
have something all sewed up and fixed for 
good and then to have an old pal come along 
and cut the stitches — and all in ignorance of 
what he is doing. But there are several ways 
of showing your regard for a person besides 
sending her parents to state's prison for bribery, 
larceny and other crimes which afford amuse- 
ment to high financiers. Buck up, Dug ; the 
situation is not so bad as it could be." 

But Douglas had no taste for frivolity, and 
Rory left him, his face resting in his hands, 
and went to bed. 

Breakfast next morning was attended by a 
quiet and subdued group in the Atwell house- 
hold, and Douglas left for his office with the 
feeling of one who dwells upon the palpitating 
slopes at the base of a volcano, ever waiting 
for the pent-up fury to burst forth. He half 
expected to find some one waiting for him in 
the street, but no one appeared. The morning 
papers were filled with the sensational story of 
the arrest the night before, but as usual the 
account was garbled, so that no one would 
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recognize the facta in the case, and Douglas 
was duly grateful that his name had not been 
drawn into it. He ardently hoped that the 
whole matter had passed into the bands of 
Benedict to be fought out like any other legal 
controversy, but as he reached the corner he 
saw Roland McGrew gazing cautiously from 
the door of the Phelan Building, and appar- 
ently awaiting his arrival. 

Terror waa depicted in the boy's face. 

" What is the trouble, Roland? " he said. 

Roland shrank back into the vestibule. 
"They are after me," he said. 

"Who?" 

" Indian Kleboe and hia gang." 

" But they were arrested last night." 

" Yes," said Roland, " but they got out on 
bail. They are all out, and one of the boys 
rushed in and told me they were looking for 
me, and I got out through an alley and hid 
all night." Roland shivered. *' Giuseppi 
told them what I had done." 

" What did you do? " 

" Took Mr. Weatmoreland'e papers out of 
the case on bis desk and put in newspapers 
instead. I akipped out and Qiuaeppi saw me. 
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When Mr. Westmoreland got out laat night he 
went to the bank and I followed him. They 
all went in and I suppose they found out 
what had happened. Anyway Giuseppi told 
them and they are hunting for me. Giuseppi 
is the little Italian who was bounced, and I 
got his job. He was sore." 

" What did you do with the papers?" 

" I gave them to Mr. Benedict," said Roland. 

Douglas stood in silence. It was useless to 
talk to Roland about the wisdom or the mo- 
rality of his conduct. He himself had urged 
the boy to secure what information he could 
about Westmoreland, and here was informa- 
tion of the most valuable kind. Indeed in 
the strife of good and evil it is difficult to 
know what is justified and what is not. It 
was no time now for moralizing. The good 
leader never rails over that which is done. 
He accepts the situation and resolutely goes on. 
The thing he feared had actually occurred, 
and the situation must be handled as it stood. 

" Are you afraid to go home, Roland ? " 

" Yes." 

" All right," he said. "I will take care of 
you. Come up-stairs." 
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Together they went to his office, and Doug- 
las wrote a note to Corporal Elondyke Jonea 
requesting him to look out for the hoy, to see 
that he was fed and housed at his expense, 
and enclosed some money for Roland's mother. 

" Well, Roland," said Douglas, " the army 
adopts you. Go over to the fort and look up 
Corporal Jones. He , will see that your 
mother gets food and money at once." 

Roland's eyes lit up with confidence and 
delight. He stood erect, his heels came to- 
gether, and the appearance of fear and appre- 
hension left him as if by magic. 

" Thank you, sir," he said, and hurried 
from the room. 

" So they are all out again," mused Doug- 
las, "and the war is on once more. Well, 
let the war rage. The harder the fight the 
sooner it will be over." 

He went into his room and took up his 
work. Down at the banking bouse in Market 
Street Westmoreland was walking the floor in 
a frenzy of fury and disappointment, while 
on his desk lay the newspapers which Roland 
McGrew had substituted for the documents 
on which he had framed the whole structure 
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of bis scheme for the illegal operations of the 
concern he represented. 

Beverly Van Duyne swung carelessly back 
and forth in his swivel chair, and urged his 
lawyer to " buck up " and show his old-time 
form in securing a remedy. 

" The remedy will depend on what has been 
done with the papers. The boy who took 
them knows where they are. We will settle 
this matter first." 

And while Westmoreland and Beverly Van 
Duyne discussed this important feature of the 
case, Alice Dryden sat alone in the room of 
her hotel, her tear-stained eyes gazing vacantly 
into space. She had been confronted for the 
first time with one of the real difficulties of 
life. 

Thus the morning passed and so too the 
afternoon, a strenuous day in which Benedict 
had pressed his case with the fire and vigor 
which always characterized his conduct in ac- 
tion. And when the sun went down upon 
the great city of San Francisco the young 
lawyer felt that he had so marshaled his 
forces as to insure bis ultimate success. The 
data gathered by the most painstaking care 
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for three years had been completed by the 
papers secured for him by Roland McGrew, 
and there remained only the necessity for a 
powerful presentation of the case, of which he 
was eminently capable. 

In the home of the Atwells every effort 
was made to throw off the influence of the 
ugly scene in which they had participated. 
After dinner Gertrude played and sang with 
all the spirit she could muster, but the minds 
of her hearers were elsewhere, and she aban- 
doned the effort. 

" There is nothing to do but sleep it off," 
said Rory, and he and Douglas rose to go to 
their rooms when the bell rang. 

Douglas stepped out into the hall and 
opened the door. Upon the porch stood a 
man shabbily dressed in civilian's clothing 
with a slouch hat pulled down over his eyes. 

" Good-evening, lieutenant," he said, and 
with a start Douglas recognized the voice of 
Tom Jenkins, ex-private of his company, ex- 
convict from Alcatraz, the man who had in- 
vaded his room and knocked him out with 
one blow in the struggle for possession of the 
check which Jenkins had come to secure. 
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" I guess the lieutenant knowa me," he said 
cautiously. 

" Yes, Jenkins, I know you. What brings 
you here ? " Douglas bad stepped out on the 
porch, and Rory had followed him. 

" Well, sir," said Jenkins, shifting uneasily, 
" I am pretty low down, I guess, but I can't 
go the limit, and I decided to get back with 
honest men if there's a chance. I've been a 
dog for Blair Parkinson long enough. Maybe 
I would never have come back, but, sir, I 
thought the lieutenant would remember that 
I never showed the white feather, and only 
quit when everything was peaceful and there 
wasn't no danger." 

" Yes," said Douglas, wondering what the 
man was leading up to, " you fought bravely 
in the Philippines, but you deserted twice, 
and now you are associating with Blair Park- 
inson, Indian Kleboe and his gang of cut- 
throats, and you can't expect much consider- 
ation from me." 

Jenkins recoiled. He did not know that 
his movements were known so well. He 
shifted about and gazed down at hia rugged 
wrists, so lately encased in handcuffs. The 
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handcuff and the jail seemed all that the fu- 
ture could hold out for him, if he continued 
on his present course, and he was honestly 
trying to escape from the downward sweep of 
the current which had borne him on to de- 
struction since he made the first great mistake 
and deserted his flag. 

" Sir, lieutenant," said he, " I know I don't 
deserve no consideration, and I ain't askin' 
none, but Blair Parkinson ordered me to do a 
job and I told him I would, but I can't, so I 
come to you." 

"What is the job?" asked Douglas anx- 
iously. 

" Parkinson says a newsboy named McGrew 
has peached on the gang, and we are to cap- 
ture him to-night and take him to the dock 

at Street. After we get out of him 

what Parkinson wants to know, why, sir, he is 
to be knocked on the head and dropped in the 
bay. A little Italian kid is watchin' for him 
to come to his home, and Indian Kleboe is to 
nab him. I join them at the dock to guard 
against coppers. I agreed to do it, sir, but I 
can't. I ain't no murderer, sir. I couldn't 
harm the kid. I am goin' against the gang. 
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and it's death to some one before we're 
through." Jenkina' voice trembled, and hia 
stubby fist clinched. 

" When is this to happen ? " asked Douglas. 

" At midnight to-night, sir." 

Douglas rushed for the 'phone and called 
up Corporal Klondyko Jones. " Is Roland 
McQrew at the company ? " 

" No," replied Klondyke ; " he left a little 
while ago to take the money you gave him to 
his mother. He said he would come back to- 
night if he could get back. If not, to-mor- 
row morning." 

Douglas hung up the receiver and pulled 
out his watch. It was nine o'clock. 

Rory was squeezing his arms. " Look out 
for a trick," said he. 

Douglas hesitated for a moment. Then he 
faced the square-shouldered convict, and said, 
" Jenkins, I am going to that dock armed 
with a gun. If you are.trying to lead me into 
a trap, you may succeed, but either you or I 
will be dead to-morrow. Do you go with me? " 

"I do, lieutenant," said Jenkins, and his 
eyes blazed with the fire one sees when men 
prepare for a charge on a hostile trench. 
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ON THE DOCKS AT MIDNIGHT 

Jenkins stood waiting on the porch while 
Douglas and Rory hurriedly prepared for the 
work of the night 

Dressed in the same suits they had worn 
in their visit to the slums, and armed with 
loaded pistols they came down and hurried 
to the boat landing with Jenkins following. 

" There is no danger that this thing may 
be done before the appointed hour?" asked 
Douglas after the group had retired to an ob- 
scure corner of the boat. 

" I don't think so," whispered Jenkins. 
" My orders was to be at the dock at half-past 
eleven, and that the thing was to come oflf at 
twelve. The kid will be brought down in a 
hack. Parkinson would never change his 
plans for fear things might go wrong." 

" We shall have to risk it," said Douglas. 
" You go ashore first, Jenkins, when we land, 
and we will follow you. Wait at the first 
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corner for us until we come up. I must send 



"All right, sir," replied Jenkins, and all 
lapsed into silence. 

The hoat was swinging out across the bay 
with only the few on board who found it neces- 
sary at this late hour to go to San Francisco. 
The sky was heavily overcast, and the shore 
loomed black and foreboding aloiigthe hori- 
zon, relieved only by the lights whicli gleamed 
along the wat«r-front within a block of which 
the " gangs " of the district plied their trade in 
comparative security. A cold raw wind swept 
across the bay, dashing the spray high against 
the side of the little vessel and sending the 
chills through the three silent men as they sat 
gazing at the scene where a human life was to 
be ruthlessly sacrificed in order that the cap- 
ital backed by Beverly Van Duyne might be 
saved from the legal attack which Benedict 
was directing against it. Beverly Van Duyne 
knew nothing about the tragedy which had 
been planned. The story of Roland McGrew's 
strange disappearance would produce no eflfect 
upon the men most concerned nor upon Mr. 
Dryden, upon whom the ultimate responsibil- 
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ity must lie. Beverly Van Duyne merely 
directed his attorney to recover the lost 
papers, and Mr. Westmoreland, correctly sus- 
pecting Roland McGrew, called the man 
suited for the work at hand and in non-com- 
mittal terms directed that he " look up the 
boy and find the papers." 

These gentlemen merely dictated the policy 
of the concern. The details of execution 
were left to their subordinates, and over in 
the great city beyond that line of lights along 
the water-front a group of subordinates were 
preparing to execute the policy of the concern 
at the apex of which Mr. Dryden stood spot- 
less in his own esteem. 

This was the combination for the protection 
of which Alice Dryden sought Douglas' help 
— " but she does not understand," he mused. 
" She does not know what she asks, and I 
cannot help." 

The boat floated up to the dock, and Jenkins 
stepped ashore and moved rapidly off to the 
appointed place. 

" Follow him at a short distance/' said 
Douglas, " while I try to get Benedict on the 
'phone. I will join you in a few moments." 
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Douglas found a 'phone and called Bene- 
diet's reaideuce, but he was not there. 
Another at which he could frequently be 
found was tried, but he had not been seen 
that day. A third and fourth eflfort yielded 
equally unsatisfactory results, and Douglas 
hung up the receiver in despair. He had no 
information as to where Hawkins could be 
found, and he knew of no one in whom he 
dare confide. Slowly he walked up the street 
and joined Rory. 

" I can't find Benedict," he said, " and 
don't know where Hawkins can be reached. 
His name ia not in the directory. Benedict 
calls him Hawkins, but that is not bis true 
name. Can you suggest anything?" 

" Perhaps Jenkins will know," said Rory. 

They reached the corner and conversed in 
the darkness in a low tone, but Jenkins knew 
nothing of Hawkins' whereabouts. 

" I expected to have Benedict and Hawkins 
with us," said Douglas, " but we can have 
neither of them. How many men do you 
think will he on the dock ? " 

"Parkinson is to be there, and Indian 
Kleboe and another crook who drives the 
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hack, but I doa't know of any one else. There 
may be more." 

" That makes three to a certainty. Are 
you willing to go in with us and risk the out- 
come?" asked Douglas. 

" If the lieutenant goes in I am with him," 
said Jenkins. " I never showed the white 
feather yet." 

" All right," fiaid Douglas. " We will go 
in as we stand. It is too late to look for help, 
and we can't trust telling our story to a 
policeman on the beat who might bungle the 
thing or warn Parkinson. We must get him 
red-handed to-night so that there will be no 
bail this time." 

" What is your plan ? " asked Jenkins 
eagerly. 

" We will go to the dock right away and 
if it is safe we will look it over, then hide near 
where you are to stand so that we can hear 
what you say. After they have gone out on 
the dock we will close in on them and fight 
it out. We must save the boy and get as 
many of them as we can. Do you think we 
can do it?" 

" There's a fighting chance," said Jenkins, 
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hia eyee glittering aa Douglas had seen them 
glitter behind his black mask when Jenkina 
stood outside his window and watched him 
manipulate the check he had been sent to get. 

" Well, we will take the chance," said 
Douglas. " Now tell us how you agreed to 
handle your part of the plan." 

" I was to go over the dock and see that it 
was clear," said Jenkins, " and then come 
back and stand there and wait for the hack 
to come up. After that I was to stand guard 
and whistle every minute or so to let them 
know that all was well." 

" All right," said Douglas. " We will let 
them get out on the dock, and after you have 
whistled a few times we will crawl up on them 
and rush together. Is that agreed ? " 

" I'm ready," said Rory, adjusting his re- 
volver. 

" Me too," said Jenkins. 

"There's no chance that the boy may be 
killed before bringing him to the dock ? " 

" No," said Jenkins. " Parkinson would 
never do that. The bay is the only place 
what tells no tales." 

Douglas shivered. The spectacle of the 
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huge crimiDal with his turtle-like head stood 
out before his mind's eye as clearly as if they 
confronted each other in broad daylight. 
The time had come when they must meet. 

" It is ten-thirty," said Douglas. " Let us 
move. You may go ahead, Jenkins. We will 
follow about a half a block behind you." 

" All right, sir," said Jenkins, and he 
stepped out briskly, his square shoulders 
swinging from side to side with that rolling 
motion which he had acquired in the days 
aboard the vessels on which he had spent the 
greater part of his life. Every motion was 
suggestive of power, and the two young 
ofScers followed him with a feeling of in- 
creasing confidence. It was well to have him 
as a friend, dangerous to have him as an enemy. 

The few people whom they met in the 
street hurried along unmindful of all except 
their own affairs and Jenkins arrived at the 
designated pier apparently unnoticed by any 
passer-by. 

Douglas and Rory walked to the comer op- 
posite the pier and stepped into the hall of a 
foul smelling building from which they could 
plainly see and yet escape observation. 
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Jenkins waited till he noted the hall into 
which they had disappeared, then he saun- 
tered slowly out upon the pier, and the sound 
of hia footsteps died away in the darkness in 
which he was lost to view. 

A few moments later he reappeared, and his 
square form stood out dimly against the dark- 
ness beyond. 

A half hour passed and a policeman saun- 
tered by and slowly continued his march along 
his beat. The wait had lengthened to nearly 
an hour when the sound of footsteps was heard, 
and peering through the half-lighted street 
Douglas could see a man approaching. It 
was a quarter to twelve. As the pedestrian 
approached his step became more cautious 
and finally grew almost soundless as the huge 
figure of Blair Parkinson shambled in front 
of the door. In plain view he stood upon the 
corner watching the outline of his accomplice 
at the entrance to the pier. 

Then he crossed the street with the ambling, 
ape-like motion which seemed to separate him 
from relationship with the human family, and 
to class him with the brute. 

A few unintelligible words passed, and then 
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Blair Parkinson half ran, half walked down 
the adjacent street. A moment later the 
sound of an approaching vehicle came to the 
tense ears of the two officers, and they waited 
with bated breath and hands instinctively 
seeking the butts of the big six-shooters 
strapped to their hips. On came the wagon 
until the dock was reached ; then it turned to 
the right and cautiously drew up to the side- 
walk. 

Three men sprang out and from a dark ob- 
ject which they carried in their arms came 
the stifled gurgle of a young voice. There 
could be no doubt the program as outlined 
by Jenkins was about to be carried out. 

The three men moved rapidly out upon the 
pier, and it was clear that one of them was 
Blair Parkinson. 

Douglas crept closer to the door, but Rory 
grasped him by the arm and pressed his lips 
close to hia ear. " The driver," he whispered. 

Douglas turned his eyes toward the man on 
the seat with a sudden awakening to the de- 
fect in his plan. He had not thought of the 
part the driver would play in the game, but 
pow between him and the boy who was to be 
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murdered was this member of the gang ready 
to sound the alarm at the first movement for 
the pier. 

The three men had disappeared, but from 
the darkness far out on the pier came a 
muffled scream, and Douglas started forward. 
What was to be done? They might all sud- 
denly attack the driver, but the noise created 
by the combat would be sure to warn the men 
on the pier and permit their escape, possibly 
causing them to hasten the slaughter of the 
boy by plunging him into the bay. 

" We can wait a moment longer," whispered 
Kory, and as he spoke the driver stepped 
down from his seat, tied his horse and strolled 
out upon the pier. His curiosity to know 
what was occurring had solved the problem 
for them. 

"That makes four," said Douglas, "but 
we've got to take the chances. Come on." 

Jenkins' whistle, indicating that all was 
well, sounded through the darkness as Doug- 
1^ and Rory emerged from the door, revolver 
in hand, and hurried across the street. 

" Right down the pier all abreast and on 
tiptoe," said Douglas. " If they discover us 
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we will charge. Jenkins, you knock your 
man overboard. That will leave three, and 
we must try to get them if we can. Take the 
left, Jenkins, Rory the center, I will take the 
right." Along the pier they moved, the light 
sound of their footsteps drowned by the lap- 
ping of the water along the wharves. 

When half-way down the pier the moon 
suddenly emerged through a rift in the 
clouds, and all dropped in their tracks, obe- 
dient to the instinct of the soldier fired upon 
in the line of march. 

At the end ,of the pier the group stood 
dimly revealed. Two men were kneeling 
over a small bundle which lay upon the floor, 
one was standing a few paces away, and the 
fourth was seated upon the rail upon the edge 
of the dock. 

The clouds closed over the face of the moon 
almost as suddenly as they had parted, and 
deep blackness settled again over the waters. 

All rose and moved rapidly forward. In a 
moment they were within ten paces of the 
group, when a low voice sai4i " Pull the gag 
again. This is your last chance,' kid. If you 
don't tell now, the sharks wiU have your 
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carcass inside of ten minutes." Then came 
the sound of untying bands, accompanied by 
a noise which suggested the threshing of head 
and arms upon the floor. 

" Do you tell ? " 

" No-0-0 I No-o I " came the reply, followed 
by a scream choked so quickly that it died 
away in a gurgle while the form upon the 
floor rolled and tumbled as the boy fought to 
escape the grip upon his throat. 

It was the moment for action. Forward 
sprang the trio without a word as soldiers rise 
to the charge without orders when a slight 
confusion in the hostile ranks announces that 
the moment for decisive action has arrived. 

Light and quick as a cat Jenkins fell upon 
the man at the rail and with one terrific 
upward stroke of his fist raised him free of 
his seat and sent him headlong into the water. 
The sounds of a furious struggle followed, and 
as Douglas leaped over the prostrate body of 
Roland McGrew, he saw the huge form of 
Blair Parkinson crouching to receive his 
charge. It was no time to think of conse- 
quences. With all his strength Douglas swung 
with his revolver at the turtle-like bead 
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before him. Up shot Parkinson's band, and 
Douglas felt bia blow arrested by the steel-like 
grip upon his wriat, and the next instant 
Parkinsou's free hand had closed upon the 
revolver and was bending it backward toward 
his breast. With hia left hand Douglas seized 
the barrel and struggled with all his strength 
to turn it against the brute before him. Back 
and forth they struggled oblivious of all else. 
Suddenly a crash sounded by his side and 
Douglas heard Rory yell, " Stick to him, Dug. 
I've got my man." 

Parkinson suddenly released his grip and 
sprang backward. 

" Hands up," yelled Douglas, but the huge 
form lurched sideways. There was a splash, 
and Douglas stood upon the edge of the dock 
staring into the dark waters which had en- 
veloped the form of the greatest crook in San 
Francisco. 

" Look out," shouted Douglas. " He'll 
be up in a few seconds," and with ears strained 
to catch the sound of his arrival at the surface 
he waited and listened, but there was no 
sound but the lapping of the water beneath 
the dock. Parkinson did not reappear. 
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Without turning Douglas could gather the 
details of the situation. The fight was over. 
Indian Kleboe was lying upon his face with 
Rory's revolver close to the back of his head. 
Jack McQoority, the hack driver, lay uncon- 
scious on the dock where Jenkins had laid 
him out, while the latter untied the ropea 
which hound Roland McQrew in a gunny- 
sack half filled with rocks. 

The dark waters gave no indications of 
what had become of the man whom Jenkins 
had sent reeling from the pier, nor of the 
whereabouts of Blair Parkinson. The moon 
emerged again from the clouds, but its light 
revealed the surface broken only by the 
wavelets, pitched up by the raw wind which 
swept across the bay. Beneath the docks the 
darkness was impenetrable. 

" He has drowned or escaped," said Douglas. 
" No human being could remain beneath the 
surface for that length of time and live." 

Released from the ropes which bound him, 
Roland lay upon the dock sobbing hysterically. 
The fearful ordeal through which he had 
passed had taken away all his strength, and 
his impotent fury mingled with gratitude for 
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his delivery expressed itself childlike in a 
flood of tears. 

Springing about like a cat, Jenkins rapidly 
bound his two prisoners' arms behind them 
with the rope which had bound Roland, and 
then he said, " We must get out quick. 
Parkinson is not drowned. He is under the 
dock somewhere, but you'll never find him." 

Indian Kleboe and Jack McGoority were 
yanked to their feet, the latter able to under- 
stand at last that something had hit him, and 
that he was a prisoner. 

"Hike out," said Jenkins savagely, as he 
held together the ends of the ropes which 
bound the prisoners, and they took up the 
march toward the street, Roland, Douglas and 
Rory following and carrying with them the 
ropes, rocks, and other evidences of the crime 
which Parkinson and his associates bad 
planned to execute. 

The street was clear, and the group halted 
unobserved beside McQoority's cab. 

"Get in," said Jenkins, and the prisoners 
entered. " I'll drive, lieutenant ; where do 
you want to go?" 

Douglas gave the address of Benedict's 
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residence, and aa Jenkins sprang to the seat 
Douglas and Rory, revolvers in hand, stepped 
into the hack with Roland between them. 
Indian Kleboe and Jack McQoohty with arms 
bound behind them sat facing the revolvers, 
but Blair Parkinson was still unaccounted 
for. 

Out through the deserted street the hack 
rolled, and after a half hour's drive, drew up 
in front of Benedict's house. 

" I will go in and see him," said Douglas, 
as he stepped out of the hack. It required 
several minutes to arouse Benedict from his 
slumbers, but at last he came down, and the 
story of the night was recounted by Douglas 
and Roland McQrew, while Rory remained on 
guard. 

" How did they get you, my boy?" asked 
Benedict, when he heard of Roland's plucky 
refusal to tell what he had done with the 
papers. 

" I was taking some money to my mother," 
said Roland, " and lay out in the back yard 
until after nine o'clock." His voice was 
quavering, and his throat ached so that he 
could scarcely speak, but he went on, "There 
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didn't seem to be no one around, but just as I 
was sneaking up the stairs, out steps Giuseppi, 
the Italian kid, and before I could get to my 
mother's room, Indian Kleboe was on top of 
me. He jammed a gag into my mouth and 
hauled me down to the street. Him and Jack 
McQoority put me into the hack and drove 
off. They said they would throw me into the 
bay if I didn't tell what I had done with the 
papers. But I didn't tell, and Blair Parkin- 
son didn't find out." 

" You did fine work, Roland," said Bene- 
dict. " You are a little brick, and we will 
take care of you. To-night you made good, 
and we will see that you have a bright fu- 
ture." 

Roland's heart swelled with happiness, the 
tears stood in his eyes, and he choked out of 
his aching throat a brief " Thank you, sir," 
but he knew that the turning point of his life 
had come, and with the quickness of a boy's 
imagination he looked into the future and saw 
the possibilities which this night might bring 
to him. 

Douglas and Roland stepped back into the 
hack and Benedict joined them at the police 
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station, now in cliarge of a man who knew 
Benedict and recognized the culprits. 

All formality was dispensed with, and 
Douglas saw the iron doors close with a click 
upon Indian Kleboe and Jack McGoority. 

" Jenkins can never go back to the district 
in which he has been living," said Douglas, as 
the group emerged from the police station. 
" He would be dead inside of a week, and yet 
we can't take him back into the service." 

" Yes," said Benedict. " I will find him a 
job. Come to me to-morrow, Jenkins. Don't 
lose your nerve, and you will come out all 
right. We've got the enemy running, and 
we're sure to win." 

Benedict left for his home and Douglas, 
Rory and Roland stepped back into the hack. 
They drove back to Street, where Ro- 
land McGrew lived, and Douglas and Rory 
stood guard over him while the boy went to 
his rooms and turned over the much needed 
money to his mother, which he had risked 
his life to deliver a few hours before. 

Roland assured his mother that he would 
be safe under his new protectors, and with 
hope beating high in his heart he dashed back 
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down the stairs, and oat of the door of the 
miserable rookery which he was destined 
never to eater again. 

The hack was turned over to lis proper 
owners, and with Roland walking between 
them Douglas and Kory turned toward the 
ferry, while Jenkins, head erect and shoulders 
back, once more walked away from the scenes 
of his recent degradation, a redeemed man 
instead of a murderer. 

Douglas reached his home before the family 
was awake. He had had no sleep, but never- 
theless, when the hour designated for office 
duty arrived, he was at his desk and ready for 
work. 

The clerk came in with the morning mail, 
and a generous share of a big pile was laid on 
bis table. 

He glanced it over carelessly. " Abraham," 
he said, as he tore open one of the envelopes 
inscribed in the familiar hand he had known 
for four years at the Academy. " Several of 
us will be in San Francisco to-day," ran the 
letter. " As Karl Krumms, the flying Dutch- 
man, you and O'Connor are all in town it is 
proposed that we have a little reunion ati 
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the Hotel. Dinner will be served at 

7 p. u. and, without making any special ar- 
raagementa, we will get together as many as 
can come. We are all eager to see you, and 
hope you will be there." 

" It la the hotel at which the Drydene 
are stopping," mused Douglas. " There is a 
chance that we may meet them, and that is 

highly undesirable, but " He sat gazing 

into apace for several minutes. " Neverthe- 
less I will go." 

He reached for a telephone and notified the 
hotel that he would be a member of the 
party. 
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CHAPTER XV 

A PAINFUL INTBBVIEW ' 

Douglas and Rory, clad io evening dress, 
stood upon the deck of the little steamer as 
she pulled out from the landing and turned 
her nose toward the city of San Francisco. 
The sun was setting on the evening of April 
18th, and ita mellow rays lay upon the ocean 
like a golden liquid spread by fairy hands. 
On either side of the bay rose the hills whose 
huge black batteries guarded the entrance 
to the gateway of the city, their rugged slopes 
touched with the parting rays of the sun. 
Upon these beautiful slopes the returning 
soldier from the Philippines first rests his 
gaze, and with a heart full of pride in hia 
native land drinks in its beauty till the 
onward sweep of the transport carries him 
through the portals of the Golden Gate. 
Douglas remembered his return when, after 
the terrible campaign through the jungles 
of Luzon, be came back to the land of hia 
373 
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birth, honored by his superiors, the happy 
beneficiary of a prssideutial appointment to 
the United States Military Academy. 

Now as then a railroad train was visible as 
it swept along the side of the [tromontory, 
and the harbor resounded with the hoarse 
shriek of steamers, while here and there a 
sail stood out majestically as it bore away 
toward the mouth of the harbor to carry its 
coastwise trade far up to the mouth of the 
Columbia or south to the Isthmus of Panama. 

Beyond lay the city with its towering 
buildings rising here and there like giants 
among their older associates, their windows 
shining in the light of the setting sun like 
watch-fires of a distant encampment. For 
miles the solid buildings stretched about the 
bay, rising story upon story, each year reach- 
ing higher and higher in the effort to con- 
centrate into smaller space the energies which 
were making of this western metropolis the 
very heart and center of the trade of the 
Pacific. 

Power and magnificence were expressed in 
every line of man's handiwork. Nature, 
submissive to his will, was doing his bidding 
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with the clock-like regularity of a Bystem 
which seemed established beyond the possi- 
bility of derangement. 

Absorbed in the beauty of the buildings, 
Douglas and Rory saw the sun slowly sink 
beneath the horizon and darkness gently fold 
the city to her bosom. 

They landed at the pier and walked up 
Market Street to the hotel at which the Class 
of 190- was to hold its first small reunion. 

Zeke Shanks had already arrived, and fell 
upon Douglas and Rory with a gusto which 
indicated that he had lost none of bis old-time 
zeal. 

" I sure am glad to see you," he roared. 
" Not married yet ? " 

" No," said Douglas. " I guess I was cut out 
for a bachelor, Zeke." 

" Ho, ho, ho," roared Zeke. " What has be- 
come of that pretty little Jenny Dresden, or 
Dryden, or something like, whom you used 
to be so sweet on at West Point ? " 

" None of that, Zeke," said Douglas savagely. 
" She ia in this hotel." 

Zeke clapped his hand over his mouth, and 
in a stage whisper which could be heard half 
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way along the corridor he said to Rory — 
" Awfal touchy for one who isn't interested 
in marriage." 

In a few minutes all were assembled about 
their private table, delighted beyond measure 
at this opportunity of being together again 
and of hearing the stories which each had to 
tell of his experience as a "shave-tail"' in 
the regular service. And interesting stories 
they were, recounting scenes which carried 
the listeners from Alaska to the Philippines, 
from Panama to the tropics of South America, 
where one of their number had gone on im- 
portant business for the American govern- 
ment. 

The meal had nearly drawn to a close when 
Karl Krumma rapped for order. " Gentle- 
men," said he, " I have secured seats at the 
theater for the entire party to-night. Car- 
riages await us at the door." 

Karl's lavish generosity was cheered to the 
echo and the " Flying Dutchman " waa 
honored as became a capitalist of his rank. 

Dinner was finished promptly, and in high 

> Share'tul — Name applied to new mnloB aod to yonng leooDd 
lientonants in the regnlar eerrioe. 
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apirita the party emerged from the hotel and 
piled into the carriages drawn up in front of 
the door. 

Douglas was standing upon the sidewalk 
when the door opened and Alice Dryden and 
her father, accompanied by ex-Senator Sharp, 
emerged from the hotel, and walked out to 
the big automobile in which he had accom- 
panied her to the railroad station but two 
nights before. 

Their eyes met, and Alice paused as though 
startled, betraying for the first time in her 
life an emotion beyond her control. 

" Good-evening, Miss Dryden/'said Douglas, 
and Alice returned the salutation, but in her 
face was the haunted look of one who has felt 
the weight of dread and anxiety. 

Douglas stepped into the carriage and the 
party rolled away to the theater. 

The play was interesting, the acting excel- 
lent, but Douglas had lost the power to en- 
joy. He looked into the future and saw him- 
self contributing to the prosecution of Alice 
Dryden's father, assisting in dragging him 
down to ruin and disgrace in spite of her ap- 
peal to him for help. Yet how could he de- 
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eist? Perhaps Benedict would not call on 
him, but if he did, and Benedict had said he 
would, there could be no escape. 

It waa after eleven o'clock when the party 
left the theater. Karl Krumms' resources had 
been exhausted in that one grand outburst of 
prodigality, and he announced to his guests 
that the walk home in the moonlight waa alec 
presented with his compliments. 

It was indeed a beautiful night, and the 
walk was thoroughly enjoyed. The young 
officers had made various arrangements for 
the night, and the party gradually broke up 
until upon arrival at the hotel only Douglas 
and Rory were left It was too late to return 
to the post, and as Douglas had informed his 
people that he would not return if delayed 
beyond 11 p. m., he and Rory entered the 
hotel to take rooms for the night. 

Douglas was inscribing his name upon the 
register, when some one came to his side and 
he glanced up into the face of Mr. Dryden. 

"How do you do, Mr. Atwell ?" said the 
latter, extending his hand cordially. 

Douglas accepted the proffered courtesy 
with hesitation. It was something of a shock 
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to see the object of his thoughts so suddenly 
appear before him. 

" I would like to speak with you in private, 
Mr. Atwell," he said, aa soon aa Douglas had 
finished. " I trust I do not interfere with 
your plans," he added, glancing at Eoderick. 

" Not at all," said Rory, aflFably. " I am go- 
ing straight to my room." He left at once, 
and Douglas followed Mr. Dryden to the par- 
lor in which he and Alice had sat two even- 
ings before aftier the interruption of the pro- 
jected trip to the East. 

Mr. Dryden seated himself in one of the 
great armchairs, and the lines in his face deep- 
ened as he leaned forward and began his story. 

" I am told you. have become somewhat fa- 
miliar with the case in which I am concerned. 
You saw the — occurrence at the railroad sta- 
tion the other evening, and know of course 
that such unusual affairs cannot take place 
unless the matter is serious. So it ie in this 
case, I am sorry to say." 

He stroked the ends of his gray mustache 
and gazed intently at the floor. " I am going 
to be perfectly candid with you. Some years 
ago I became interested in the railroads and 
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the possibilities of San Francisco, and decided 
to make a fight for control. I threw all my 
capital into the enterprise, and the situation 
seemed to offer prospects of success. When 
Beverly Van Duyne left the Military Academy 
I was compelled to find a place for him in the 
Pacific division, and his work in connection 
with my plan was so successful that I trusted 
him more and more ; but I was ignorant of 
his methods. He employed Westmoreland, 
bribed congressmen, bought local politicians, 
and finally built up a situation which was 
full of danger to all concerned. I had been 
committed and could not turn back." And 
Mr. Dryden proceeded with a story of finan- 
ciering, which for magnitude and danger 
would have read like a fairy-tale. 

" Millions have become involved," he went 
on. " Mr. Van Duyne allowed the venture 
to become allied with stocks of no stability, 
and to-day the situation has degenerated into 
a gigantic gamble in which defeat means tlie 
collapse of the entire structure and my ruin 
as a business man. To win success Mr. West- 
moreland conceived the plan with which you 
are familiar, and being unfamiliar with the i 
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army, he believed that he must buy his men. 
Oaly to-night I learned that the check I 
signed for $25,000 was intended to buy your 
support of the Westmoreland scheme. My 
signature had not been used before in han- 
dling the case — it was a great mistake to use 
it then." 

Again Mr. Dryden entered iato an extended 
narration of the operations by which his un- 
scrupulous nephew had brought him to the 
point where retreat meant disaster and made 
no effort to conceal the fact that he stood a 
party to every transaction that had occurred. 
" And now," he continued, " I come to the 
crucial point of my narrative. The principal 
tangible thing which connects me as an active 
agent with the illegal portion of this enter- 
prise is my signature on the check which was 
sent to you. I do not ask you to accept the 
check and assist me in this extremity in 
which I find myself, but I do ask that you re- 
turn the check or destroy it. Will you do it?" 

" I must ask some questions," said Douglas. 

" Certainly," said Mr. Dryden. 

" You say that failure in this enterprise 
means ruin ? Do you not know that the bid 
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may be rejected in Washington even though 
favorably reported upon here?" 

" Yes, but we aolve our problems as they 
arise. Acceptance here will inflate the col- 
lateral stock involved, and we will try to 
handle the situation after that." 

" And if you are successful, what will this 
mean to the people of San Francisco, to the 
owners of honest capital and to the laborer 
who will pay millions for what is not worth 
thousands ? " 

Mr. Dryden gripped the arms of the chair. 
" In business," he said savagely, " men must 
fight their own battles." 

" And you are a business man, Mr. Dryden," 
said Douglas. " X am sorry, but you will 
have to fight. I cannot give up the check, 
nor will I destroy it If I am called to testify, 
I will honestly answer the questions asked 
me. No man ought to need the protection of 
anything but the truth, ought he? " 

Mr. Dryden rose heavily. " All right," he 
said, " I'll fight," and with head bowed upon 
his chest the great financier walked slowly 
from the room. 

His spirit was still strong, but his bent frame 
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proclaimed the crumbling of his phyeical 
strength and the ultimate collapse of bis 
powers of resistance. 

Douglas yearned to help him, yet duty 
compelled an opposite course. He stood 
irresolute for a moment, then turned and^Z 
walked toward the door determined to goto 
his room and let events take their course. 
At the end of the parlor the curtains parted 
and Alice Dryden entered. 

" Oh, how you startled me I " she said, 
recoiling as their eyes met. 

" I — I am sorry," said Douglas, " but I was 
merely going to my room. I did not know 
you were down-stairs." 

"You are remaining all night?" 

" Yes, it is too late to return to the post," 
said Douglas, " so I decided to remain." 

Her eyes brightened. " I was anxious 
about papa," she said. " Did you see him?" 

" Yes," said Douglas. " He was in the 
parlor a few minutes ago." 

Alice hesitated. " He was speaking to yon, 
was he not?" 

" Yes," said Douglas. 

Alice caught her breath and leaned back 
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against the wall, her hanils hanging limp by 
her side, her face expressing the pain and 
anxiety which were gnawing at her heart. 
"I must get to the air," she said. "I will 
wait until father comes back." 

" May I help you? " said Douglas gently, as 
he took the wrap which she had over her arm. 

She did not reply, but yielded submissively 
as a child, though twenty-four hours before 
she had dismissed him as imperiously za an 
offended queen. 

Together they entered the adjacent. parlor 
and Alice seated herself in a chair in front of 
an open window. Beside her rose a beautiful 
piece of statuary, glistening in the mellow 
light which poured down upon her hair and 
shoulders, and enhanced the pallor which 
had settled over her face. Douglas drew up 
a big armchair and took his seat. He was 
eager to do all that courtesy would permit, 
but in view of what had occurred it was diffi- 
cult to avoid dangerous ground. Alice was 
deeply distressed, and for the first time in her 
life was struggling with one of the problems 
which come sooner or later into the life of 
every person. 
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" I thought papa had 8poken to you," she 
said at length, " and I was eager to know — 
what was the outcome." 

"Yes," said Douglas, "he spoke to me of 
the present situation. I cannot tell you how 
much I sympathize with your father and how 
I wish I could help him." 

" But you can help him, Mr. Atwell. Did 
he not tell you ? " And Douglas saw at once 
that he had made a mistake. 

" Yes," he replied. 

" He told you that if you gave up the check 
no prosecution could be successful?" 

" He did not tell me that, but asked that I 
give up the check." 

" And you promised ? " her voice thrilled 
with eagerness and hope. 

" I asked Mr. Dryden what would be the 
effect on honest business men and the poor 
laborers of San Francisco if this enterprise 
were successful. I am sorry to say he could 
not give me a satisfactory answer." 

" Did you refuee ? " 

" I was forced to," said Douglas with an 
effort. 

" Oh, how could you ? How could you ? " 
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she groaned. Hur hands rose to her face and 
the tears trickled through her fingers, and 
splashed upon the shimmering silk of her 
gown. Douglas sat in silence. She controlled 
herself with an effort, and though her voice 
quavered, she went on : " Do you not realize 
what it is to hring such a man as my father 
to disgrace — and will you not protect me from 
the shame of it? We have been — friends." 

Douglas felt his throat tighten as he replied : 
" I appreciate the horror of it all, and if you 
were to ask me to make any personal sacrifice I 
would do it gladly, more gladly than you could 
ever know^but this is not a personal matter. 
Could you assure me that if I were to comply 
with your father's request that the whole plan 
which has been drawn up would be aban- 
doned — — " 

" Why, that would ruin him," said Alice 
excitedly. 

" Would it not be better to accept financial 
ruin," he said, " than to win success by the 
destruction of the interests of hundreds, per- 
haps of thousands? Why, Miss Dryden, if 
this project goes through the people behind it 
will steal millions and the price of their suc- 
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cess will still remain a burden on this com- 
munity a quarter of a century after this crime 
has been perpetrated. A fevr would enjoy the 
unlawful benefits, but thousands would pay 
the price, and yet you ask me to lend assist- 
ance to this plan. If I were to do so I would 
be as dishonest as any one participating in the 
scheme, but I will not contaminate myself. I 
am honest and I must go on. You may 
despise me for the part I take, but I cannot 
act otherwise. Law and justice must take 
their course. If this is right it will be vindi- 
cated ; if not it will be punished." 

Alice recoiled. " You treat my father as if 
he were a common thief and me as if I were 
a partner. How brutal I " She had risen and 
Douglas rose also. 

" I am sorry," he said simply, " very 
sorry." 

She stood gazing at him, her chest heaving 
and her lips trembling. " I beg of you — I 
beg — for my father's sake I beg you to spare 
him." 

Douglas bit his lips. " I cannot," he said. 

She turned and walked away along the 
hall, her body shaken with sobs. 
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Douglas went slowly to his room, turned on 
the light, and flung himself upon the bed. 
His head was aching with a dull sickening 
pain and the brightness seemed to have been 
blotted from life. He had only suggested to 
Alice Dryden the morality of the scheme in 
which her father was involved. He had 
spared her the story of the crimes committed 
by Westmoreland and his associates, all a part 
of the general scheme to win a dishonest 
triumph in which she would participate as a 
principal beneficiary. Some day she might 
understand, but he could not tell her the 
whole truth now. 

Pondering over the strange circumstances 
in which he found himself, Douglas fell off in 
a doze. He was awakened by a tapping on 
the door, and sat up on the side of the bed. 

"Come in," he called. The door opened 
and Westmoreland entered. He was followed 
by Blair Parkinson. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

EARTHQUAKE AND FIBB 

" I TRUST you will pardon my intrusion, 
Mr. Atwell," said Mr. Westmoreland, " but 
matters of such importance have arisen con- 
cerning you that I felt it necessary to see you 
at once. I am glad that I find you still 
dressed." 

" Just one moment," said Douglas sharply. 
" Do you come here with the sanction of 
Mr. Dryden or any one connected with 
him?" 

Westmoreland hesitated a moment. " I 
have not spoken to Mr. Dryden concerning 
this matter. I am acting on my own respon- 
sibility, yet in behalf of his interests — as an 
attorney." 

" No one connected with Mr. Dryden has 
asked you to come ? " 

" No," said Westmoreland, as he seated 
himself comfortably, and drew from his 
pocket a roll of papers. Blair Parkinson had 
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closed the door, and was standing with his 
back against it. 

It was probably true, Douglas reflected, 
that neither Alice nor her father had sanc- 
tioned this visit, and that Westmoreland was 
playing an independent r61e. The atmos- 
phere of perfect confidence which he assumed, 
together with the menacing attitude of Blair 
Parkinson, made Douglas feel that it would 
be the part of wisdom to listen, though fu- 
rious anger surged within him, and impelled 
him with the desire to drive the visitors from 
the room. 

" Well, what ia your business with me?" 
said Douglas. " I think I made myself clear 
at our last meeting." 

"You did, Mr. Atwen,"8aid Westmoreland, 
calmly. " I think I perfectly understand 
your attitude. I merely doubt the wisdom of 
it, and I think perhaps you do not fully un- 
derstand our side of the case. Let me ex- 
plain." 

It was difificult to listen with patience, but 
Douglas had resolved for his own safety to 
allow him to talk. For nearly an hour the 
lawyer pleaded his case, terminating with an 
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impassioned picture of the injustice to Mr. 
Dryden of allowing the matter to come before 
the courts. 

" Can you not spare this excellent gentle- 
man and his only child 7 " said Westmore- 
land. 

" And allow your scheme to win ? No," 
replied Douglas. " It is useless to discuss the 
matter." 

Mr. Westmoreland nodded. " Well," said 
he, " I hoped that you would listen to reason. 
As you will not we will be compelled to use 
other methods. I think your attention has 
been invited to the fact that your record is 
not flawless. Unless you see fit to change 
your mind the press will publish the follow- 
ing the moment I give the word." ' He handed 
Douglas a typewritten copy of a statement 
announcing that an investigation was about 
to be made into his handling of the business 
of his office due to information that had leaked 
out, to the effect that he had demanded and 
had received a large bribe from one of the 
bidders for a contract. Reference was made 
to the receipt of the registered letter contain- 
ing the check and the article terminated with 
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a brief rSsumS of the young oflScer'e career, 
recalllDg the fact that be had been tried by 
general court martial at Weat Point for con- 
duct unbecoming a cadet and gentleman, and 
was an outcast among his associates because 
of his record and of a report that he had negro 
blood in bis veins. A feeling of nausea swept 
over Douglas as he read the last portions 
of this carefully-conceived attack. However 
false it might be, the effect of its publication 
could never be completely destroyed, and 
Westmoreland well knew that a successful 
suit for slander would afford but a poor com- 
pensation for the damage such a report would 
accomplish. 

" Now, sir," said he, " the price of with- 
holding that article is the return of the check 
and your withdrawal from active participation 
in this prosecution. The moment you sign 
this I agree to stop the publication of the 
article." 

He thrust a paper in front of Douglas and 
handed him a fountain pen. 

Blair Parkinson advanced toward him, his 
eyes blinking, his loose, flabby face terrible in 
its malevolence. 
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" Sign," said Westmoreland sharply ; " sign, 
and end the thing." 

Douglas sprang to his feet and Btood fac- 
ing Blair Parkinson, his teeth set and fists 
clenched. 

Suddenly a strange feeling of dizziness 
seized him, and a roar as of heavy gans firing 
Id the distance sounded in his ears. 

Parkinson reeled backward against the 
wall, his eyes staring wildly, seized the door, 
swung it open, and lurched into the hall. 

With a scream of terror, Westmoreland fell 
to the floor, rolled upon his face and crawled 
toward the door. 

Despite all hia efforts Douglas had been 
thrown upon his back. About him crashed 
the plaster from the walls and ceiling, while 
the furniture reeled out from its place and 
staggered about the room and fell shattered 
together. 

The great building swayed and rocked like 
a steamer at the mercy of a storm, and the 
groaning and crashing of its steels and timbers 
mingled with the screams of the guests who 
occupied its hundreds of rooms. The lights 
had gone out, and the heavy chandelier swing- 
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ing violently from side to side broke loose 
from its attachment and fell upon the bed, 
crushing it to the floor and sending the frag- 
ments of glass flying through the room. 

In vain Douglas struggled to regain his 
feet The ceiling gave way and the falling 
fragments struck him down again. He lay 
half conscious where he fell, vaguely expect- 
ing to feel the whole building lurch forward 
and bury him in the ruins with the hundreds 
of others who were guests within its walls. 
The crash of falling bricks could be heard in 
the street, but above it all rose a hoarse roar 
from the bowels of the earth where rocks to 
unknown depths were crushing and grinding 
together along the San Andreas rift a few 
miles distant. 

Douglas lay helpless until the frightful 
uproar subsided and the floor ceased oscillat- 
ing under him. Then he staggered to his 
feet and wiped the blood from his lacerated 
face. The dim light of morning revealed the 
havoc wrought by the hand of nature, a 
havoc so great that all things created by man 
seemed like cobwebs swept before a storm. 
In them Douglas had no interest. Animated 
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by the impulse which seizes all mankind 
when the earth shakes her crust in anger, he 
wanted to reach the open space beyond the 
reach of crashing timbers and falling walls. 1 

He stepped over the shattered furniture and 
made his way into the hall. Westmoreland 
and Parkinson were gone, the papers they had 
brought with them were buried forever be- 
neath debris which had crashed about them, 
but out in the corridor stood a panic-stricken 
man, half clad, but dragging a trunk as he 
stumbled about through the broken statuary 
and frantically called for the elevator boy. 
It needed no examination of the shaft to 
assure Douglas that the elevator was destroyed 
with all the other machinery in the building, 
and he said, " The elevator ia not running. 
You'd better go down-stairs." 

" Where are the stairs 7 " screamed the man, 
and Douglas seized him by the arm and led 
him in the proper direction. As he passed 
the room occupied by the Drydens, scream 
after scream came to his ears, and his com- 
panion, already panic-stricken, clapped his 
hands to his ears and rushed in horror down 
the stairs. Douglas saw him plunge madly 
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down the steps covered with debris, his trunk 
clattering behind him, and then he turned 
back along the corridor. 

Again the scream came to his ears, and he 
seized the knob of Mr. Dryden's door and 
pushed it open. Through the dust which 
filled the room, he beheld Alice standing at 
the bedside of her father, struggling to raise 
a heavy beam which had been torn from its 
place in the ceiling and had fallen across the 
bed. She seized the end of the beam and 
tugged with all her might, then sank beside 
it in a frantic burst of tears. 

Douglas rushed to her side. 

"Oh, help him, Douglas, help him," she 
said, and her fingers clutched his sleeve, hut 
Douglas needed no appeal. 

He had seized the end of the beam and was 
throwing all his strength into the effort, but 
the weight of the debris upon it was too great. 
He rushed around the end of the bed, tore 
away the plaster and tiling that had fallen 
with it, and then returned. Throwing his 
shoulder beneath the heavy beam he straight- 
ened up. The veins rose in his face and neck, 
he felt his muscles quiver and the sharp edges 
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of the iron cat into his fleeh, but the hun- 
dreds of pounds of iron slowly rose and he 
saw Alice thrust her shoulders under it and 
draw her father's body from beneath the mas8 
which had crushed him. Fortunately its fall 
had been partially checked by the head of the 
bed. 

Douglas released the beam and stumbled 
into a chair. For a moment he was too dizzy 
to act or to understand the words of gratitude 
which Alice poured forth, but the panic- 
stricken scream of " Fire I Fire I " resounding 
through the hall brought him quickly back 
to an appreciation of the emergency. Mr. 
Dryden was evidently unconscious and seri- 
ously hurt. 

" We must get him out into the open," he 
said. " I will carry him. Let us go at once." 
He gathered the injured man in his arms and 
walked out of the room. Alice followed in 
silence, clinging to his sleeve, awed by the 
magnitude of the disaster and the danger that 
still seemed to threaten. The corridors were 
now filled with guests rushing madly for the 
stairs and pounding at the gates of the ele- 
vator shaft, while above the din and uproar a 
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shrill voice set up its terrifying scream, " Fire I 
Fire ! Fire I " 

Douglas glanced at Alice as he felt her 
trembling fingers tighten upon his arm. " We 
must keep cool," he said. " It is a time to be 
brave." 

Her pale lips were pressed tightly together, 
and her blue eyes shone like stars, but she 
managed to answer, " I will try to be brave- 
but don't leave me." 

Douglas began the descent of the stairs with 
his heavy burden in his arms. He was still 
dressed iu his evening suit which he had had 
no opportunity to change, and down the 
white shirt and over his white vest, rent in 
several places and covered with dust, the 
blood from the wounded man's face dripped 
in a tiny stream. His own face was cut and 
bleeding, but otherwise he was unhurt. 

In front of him the crowd struggled like 
madmen to escape, and behind shrill voices 
clamored for those in front to hurry. "Fire I 
Fire ! " rang the voice in the corridor above, 
and the loud clangor of the fire engines in the 
street lent reality to what had been a terrified 
cry. " Go on in front," roared the pressing 
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crowd behind and Douglas gasped for breath. 
On he stumbled, hia arms aching, his feet 
feeling for the steps be could not see. A fall 
now would be fatal. Upon his body the mad- 
dened throng behind would trample till they 
reached the open. 

At last the final flight was reached, and 
with trembling limbs he staggered through 
the door, turned to the right and sank ex- 
hausted in the street. Alice, helpless in the 
first stage of mental paralysis which follows 
overwhelming disaster, knelt beside her father 
and for the first time Douglas noticed that 
she was scantily clad. 

"You need more clothing," said he, and he 
pulled o£f his dress coat and placed it about 
her shoulders. She accepted without a word 
and stood waiting his instructions. " We will 
go to the park," he said. " The buildings 
are not safe." Again he picked up his bur- 
den and moved up the street, Alice clinging 
to bis sleeve. 

About them lay a scene of ruin and con- 
fusion which no pen could adequately de- 
scribe. Sidewalks were buried in brick and 
mortar. The fronts of houses were flung into 
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the street, revealing the interiors from which 
the terrified families had fled. Buildings rent 
from their foundations leaned their shattered 
roofs against each other, and here and there a 
lighter structure lay crushed like an egg-shell. 
Telegraph and telephone wires, tangled in 
confusion, filled the street, the sidewalks of 
which were hulged and warped and crushed 
by the mighty twisting of the earth, which 
had torn the solidest works of man asunder 
as if made of pasteboard. 

The entire populace of San Francisco had 
leaped from their beds and fled to the street, 
carrying with them such things as they could 
seize in their flight. No one was more than 
half dressed, yet the bravest trembled at the 
thought of returning for the necessary cloth- 
ing to their rained homes, lest another 
paroxysm of nature should engulf them. 
Some wept in uncontrollable grief, some stood 
mute and awestruck, some desperately fled 
through the street, expecting each moment to 
feel the earth sink beneath them and engulf 
them and all that remained of the doomed 
city. In their flight each carried the thing 
which at the moment seemed most dear — a 
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child, a parrot, a cat, and in some cases a 
trunk. With no thought for anything else, 
they rushed blindly through the street — 
wherfr? There was no order in their move- 
ments ; as many rushed toward the center of 
the city as rushed in the opposite direction 
toward the outskirte. Meeting, they stopped, 
shouted at each other; some rushed on, 
others retraced their steps, then turned again 
or fled in a new direction. 

Through them Douglas slowly made his 
way in silence. A block from the hotel, he 
halted upon the brink of a break io the street 
out cif which the water gushed from a broken 
main. He leaped across with his burden, 
helped Alice and went on. The buildings in 
front had collapsed, the fragments of a wagon 
were visible, crushed flat to the earth, the 
hoofs of horses protruding from the edge of 
the piled up debris. A little farther on an 
empty vegetable cart stood deserted in the 
street, the animal trembling in dumb terror, 
expressing his fear by a series of loud snorts. 
He had regained his feet after having been 
thrown to the ground, and the reins, deserted 
by the driver, were dragging in the street. 
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Douglas laid down his burden, seized the 
reins, and pacified the animal. Then he as- 
sisted Alice into the wagon, and placed Mr. 
Dryden beside her, sprang to the seat and 
drove toward Golden Gate Park. 

In every direction fire-bells were clanging 
and down in the lower districts an ominous 
cloud of smoke was pouring over the doomed 
city. The water mains had been snapped like 
dry twigs, the fire-engines were powerless, and 
the destruction of San Francisco, begun by the 
earthquake, was to be consummated by fire. 

Gazing in silence at this terrifying spectacle 
Alice Dryden, sitting on the floor of an 
Italian's vegetable wagon with her father's 
head resting upon her lap, entered the park, 
where she and Douglas had walked but a few 
days before and which they had left in her 
father's automobile. 

Douglas turned out to the side of the little 
lake in Golden Gate Park and stopped. The 
tidal wave scare had subsided almost as sud- 
denly as it had begun, and a sense of security 
came back with the arrival within the green 
fields unmarked by the disaster which pre- 
vailed in the city streets. 
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Douglas laid upon the ground the ragged 
blanket which had served aa a seat cushion 
for the poor Italian who owned the wagon 
and gently placed Mr. Dryden upon it. With 
hia hand he scooped up some water and 
poured it between the wounded man's teeth 
and washed away the blood from his face. 
He was still unconscious, and it was impos- 
sible to know whether his head was fatidly 
crushed or ilot. 

Douglas knelt over him and felt his pulse. 
It was beating feebly, and hia rugged face 
showed signs of recovery. What was to be 
done? 

Perhaps a doctor could be found, but no 
medicine. Perhaps the patient could be taken 
away to the next city and cared for by com- 
petent surgeons. Already the crowds were 
streaming into the parks, and by night thou- 
sands without food or shelter would be hud- 
dled together in the open fields. It was no 
place for either the sick or the well, but Mr. 
Dryden solved the problem himself. He 
opened his eyes and raised his hand to hia 
head, while his face writhed with pain. 

" Where am I ? " he said. 
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" In Qolden Gate Park," said Douglas. 

The wounded man glanced up through his 
swollen eyelids. " So you brought me through 
it, did you?" 

Douglas made no reply. " Shall I make 
arrangements to send you to some city east of 
here where you may secure treatment?" he 
asked. 

" No, thank you," replied Mr. Dryden. " I 
am going to fight it out right here. I will be 
all right to-morrow. We can rough it, can't 
we, Alice ? " 

" Yea, daddy," she replied, and back into 
her eyes came that look of confidence which 
had been hers from infancy. 

" I will get you food and shelter aa soon as 
I can. I suppose everything is wrecked at 
home, or else I would ask you to come there, 
but Gertrude will help you as soon as I can 
get word to her. Now I must be going." He 
looked at the great cloud of smoke which was 
rising over the city. " No one can foretell 
what will happen before to-morrow." 

"Come back soon," said Alice, and stand- 
ing up in his dress coat as naturally aa if she 
were in the parlor of the hotel held out her 
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hand to bid him good-bye. Douglaa hurried 
back along the drive and turned down Market 
Street. He was a curious spectacle, but not 
more curious than thousands who stood 
about in the streets. Excitement had some- 
what subsided and in place of the overpower- 
ing terror which marked the first half hour 
after the catastrophe a stupor had settled over 
the people which rendered them helpless. 
Men, women and children sat in the street, 
gazing blankly at their ruined homes as if 
patiently waiting the completion of the 
destruction which had begun. Others roamed 
about in idle curiosity as if in a museum. 
Beneath the collapsed buildings there were 
the dead, but many more lay pinned under 
fallen beams and walls and they must be 
rescued. In the wrecked banks lay millions 
of dollars, in the great business houses prop- 
erty of yntold value which must be guarded 
from the mob when within six hours the 
pangs of hunger would seize upon the hun- 
dreds of thousands who now stood in the 
street, homeless, penniless. 

As Douglas advanced through the crowd 
along Market Street, he saw the smoke and 
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flame burst through the window of a great 
building in the commercial dietrict, and the 
firemen, helpless for lack of sufficient water, 
were forced to give ground. With a tremen* 
doua roar, the flame shot up, and the denae 
volume of smoke leaped toward the sky. 
The crowd stood awestruck, and then a great 
cheer arose from thousands of throats as down 
through the shattered streets marched a 
column of United States soldiers, rifles slant- 
ing from the shouldera, every movement in- 
dicative of the power to do and the will to do 
it. 

Qeneral Funston had come to the relief of 
the stricken city. 

" They are coming from all the forts, God 
bless them," yelled a policeman. And Doug- 
las rushed along Market Street to join his bat- 
talion and lend a band in the great fight 
which had just begun to save the city. 

A block from the ferry he saw Benedict 
riding furiously through the street on a fire- 
engine. " My house is on fire," he shouted as 
he whirled past, his face livid with excite- 
ment. " I am fighting to save my documents." 
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A THBILLINQ RESCUE '■ 

i. 

Between the long line of ruined buildings 
from the shattered roofs of which dense clouds 
of smoke were pouring, laced here and there 
with a tongue of flame, Douglas dashed on 
toward the ferry. The problem which had 
seemed to him so momentous but a few hours 
before had suddenly lost its importance, and 
he thought only of the great duty before the 
troops of saving the city from destruction and 
of bringing succor to the distressed multitude 
rendered homeless by the terrible catastrophe. 

He reached the landing and sprang aboard 
the boat, which was leaving with the message 
from headquarters directing the troops at Fort 
McDowell to cross at once and report for 
duty in maintaining order in conjunction with 
the municipal police. 

Rushing to his house upon landing, Douglas 

found the family up, and awestruck at the 

magnitude of the disaster, but unhurt and 

eager to help. Roderick bad already bor- 

806 
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rowed a uniform from Douglas' wardrobe and 
had joined the battalion, volunteering for the 
work at hand. He had been thrown from bed 
by the ehock of the quake, but dressed at hia 
leisure, and finding vacant the rooms which 
Douglas and the Drydeos had occupied, he left 
the hotel at once for the post. 

" It is such a relief to see you safe, Doug- 
las," said Qertrude, as he brought water and 
washed the blood and dirt from his face. 
" Had you not come in on that boat mother 
would have collapsed. Do you know what 
became of the Drydens ? " 

Douglas briefly explained that they were 
safe in Golden Gate Park, but without proper 
clothing, food or shelter. 

"Can you loan Mi as Dryden something ? " 
said Douglas. 

" Yes, indeed," said Qertrude; "everything 
I have." 

" All right," said Douglas ; " will you fix up 
what you think might be needed and I will 
get it shipped across and see that it reaches 
the Drydens as soon as possible — but don't 
cross yourself There is too much danger." 

Douglas dashed up to bis room. Nearly 
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every article of furnitare had been thrown to 
the floor, the window had been shattered and 
the chimney thrown to the ground. The 
roof had partially collapsed, but the building 
was habitable, and life could continue on the 
post with almost the accustomed routine reg- 
ularity. 

In a few moments Douglas had thrown 
aside his bedraggled dress suit and was fully 
equipped in his neat-fitting olive drab. He 
stopped only long enough to secure a bite from 
the kitchen, and then dashed out of the door 
and across parade to join his command. 

" I will be back for the things for the Dry- 
dens," he called, as he hurried away, and 
Gertrude ran to her room to secure such ar- 
ticles as she thought might be needed. 

The company was forming when Douglas 
arrived, and reported to the battalion com- 
mander for duty. He had not been relieved 
from his work at Department Headquarters, 
but in emergencies one must act, not wait for 
instructions, and Douglas knew that his su- 
periors would approve his going where the 
hardest duty was to be performed. 

The order had already been given to send 
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to San Francisco all the tentage that could be 
spared, and in rear of the company Corporal 
Klondyke Jones was loading a wagon with big 
conical wall tents and with all the energy of 
his old frontier days was making things " hot " 
in getting ready for the big emergency for the 
handling of which they were all so well 
trained. Roland McQrew was there working 
like a Trojan, his blue eyes sparkling with 
excitement. * 

" Have the wagon stop at my bouse, Corporal 
Jones," said Douglas. " I am putting on my 
field equipment for some people who are 
stranded in the park." 

In a few moments the companies were ready, 
and Douglas, commanding bis old company 
in the absence of a captain and first lieutenant, 
received the first sergeant's report. The com- 
panies moved rapidly to their places, and the 
battalion commander's voice floated out over 
the parade-ground. 

" Right shoulder, arms I Squads right, 
march I Full step. March I " and the bat- 
talion, rifles at the right shoulder, belts filled 
with ball cartridges, swung out in column of 
squads toward the ferry. Over in the city 
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coufuaiou and disorder reigned snpreme. The 
orgaaizatioD of society under which the people 
lived for hundreds of years had been shattered 
in one convulsion of nature which lasted less 
than a minute. No one was competent to 
give orders, no one compelled to obey. Look- 
ing into the future for the brief space of but a 
few hours, the leader trained to deal with men 
could easily foresee that only the iron hand of 
discipline could bring orQer out of the chaos 
in those smoking streets filled with debris, 
and from which the populace must by driven, 
leaving behind property valued at millions. 

Hundreds of thousands were homeless ; in a 
few hours they would be hungry ; at the end 
of a single day of suflfering the peaceful citizen 
of yesterday would become the member of a 
mob to-day howling for food and ready to use 
violence to get it. In that emergency might 
makes right, and woe betide the community 
in which the right is interpreted by the mob. 

Douglas glanced down at his loaded re- 
volver, and looked back at the column of 
soldiers of the republic, the representatives of 
law and order when all the other bulwarks 
have been leveled to the dust. 
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The wagon under Corporal Jones was stop- 
ping at his quarters, and he saw Gertrude 
bring out a neatly packed basket and turn it 
over for delivery. His bedding roll for field 
service was tossed upon the load, and the 
wagon started for the ferry with Roland 
McGrew in canvas leggings and campaign hat 
perched upon the seat with the driver. 

The battalion filed upon the boat and aa 
they swung out upon the bay the eyes of all 
were turned upon the city. Along a front 
nearly three miles in extent, dense columuB 
of smoke rose above the housetops, while a 
strong breeze was each moment fanning the 
flames beneath to increased activity. What 
chance was there of arresting the onward 
sweep of that fearful conflagration until noth- 
ing was left to furnish more fuel for the flames ? 
But the battalion was crossing the bay to stop 
it. 

The boat drew up at the wharf upon which 
the wrecked roof lay scattered and the bat- 
talion marched through the debris and swung 
into line with the precision of a movement 
on parade. A short distance away the flames 
creeping on toward the wharves were met 
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by the stream of water from the battle-ship 
" Ohio," while the marines who had gone 
ashore were fighting like demons to save the 
ships at the wharves. 

" Squads right, march I Full step, march I " 
came the command, and once more the column 
treaded its way through the tangled wires, 
crossed the cracks which gaped in the street 
and marched between the shattered buildings 
until it arrived at the heart of the business 
section, several blocks beyond the raging con- 
flagration. 

" Battalion, halt 1 " 

Down came the rifles, and the men stood 
at ease, eagerly awaiting the orders which 
were to carry them into this fight against one 
of the cruelest enemies of mankind. 

The orders were brief — " Patrol Market 
Street and prevent looting. Shoot if necessary 
to protect property." 

The sections were divided up, and Douglas 
saw himself assigned to the block on which 
stood the banking house of Shelton, Love & 
Co., where he and Benedict and Rory had 
gone, fired with a determination to discover 
the name of the man who had signed the 
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check. What vanity it all seemed now. In 
the vaults of the great stone structure, whose 
sides were cleft asunder, untold wealth lay 
but partially protected. No hand must touch 
it. 

" No one will be allowed to enter," said 
Douglas to the sentinel he posted over the 
building. 

" There are no passes. All must be driven 
back beyond this line and kept there. Close 
all saloons, enter no building unless I tell 
you to do so." On down the street he sped 
until the last sentinel was placed, close to the 
exhausted firemen, who struggled in vain to 
arrest the advance of the flames. To each he 
imparted his instructions, and then hastened 
back to his company. There sat Klondyke 
Jones with his wagon load of tentage. 

"How did you get through, Jones?" asked 
Douglas in astonishment. 

" There ain't no place a team of mulea can't 
get through," replied the corporal, as he 
folded up his long black snake whip, " I've 
gone through harder places than that" 

"Well," said Douglas, "throw off the com- 
pany stuff at this corner ; then take the rest 
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of the load to Qolden Gate Park and find the 
Drydena," and Dooglaa deecribed the spot 
near the little lake where he had left the 
stricken man and his daughter. 

" Set up a tent for them, Jones, and put 
up my field cots. Make them as comfortable 
as you can and then rejoin us. Say that I am 
sorry I can't come myself, and — by the way — 
where is Roland McGrew 7 " 

" He lit out jest as soon aa we struck shore. 
Cut for home to see if his people was safe." 

Douglas glanced with deep anxiety in the 
direction in which Roland lived. 

The fire must have already invaded the 
district. What might happen to that poor 
mother and child in the heartless rush of the 
mob to safety should they fail in their efibrta 
to escape I No mercy would be shown them, 
and no one would turn back to help a com- 
rade downtrodden in the mSlfee. But Douglas 
could give his time only to the actual dangers 
which confronted him. Each problem must 
be solved as it developed. The line of senti- 
nels established, it was necessary to gain a 
fuller knowledge of the situation. 

" Remain here, Sergeant Collins," he said 
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to the first sergeant, " and personally see that 
no one enters that building," and he pointed 
to the great banking house over which Mr. 
Love presided and in which the firm of Jacobs, 
Sharp & Co. held its regular meetings. 

" No one will enter, sir," said the sergeant, 
saluting, and Douglas turned away. " I am 
going down the street," he said, " to see what 
we can do to check the fire." 

He started off at once — inspecting the sen- 
tinels on the way to see that each one under- 
stood his orders. The company had been on 
the ground only a few minutes, but already 
control of the situation had been gained. 
The stupefied people were giving away before 
the steady pressure of the sentinels, and 
were falling beyond the danger line, thus 
permitting rapid and coordinated efibrt to 
resist the progress of the fire. 

" To the parks," shouted the sergeant at the 
head of the street, " every one to the parks," 
and the call was taken up and reechoed till 
thousands had heard and were slowly moving 
to obey. Yet others stood stricken with 
cariosity to see the onward sweep of the in- 
creasing conflagration. 
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Douglas had reached the point at which the 
firemen were making their first desperate 
stand. Only a tiny stream of water was 
available, as the main had been shattered, and 
the precious water was gushing uselessly over 
the earth miles away while for lack of it here 
the flames were gaining in intensity as every 
moment passed. 

" What can we do 7 " said a big fellow, 
whose face was dripping with perspiration, 
and whose hair and eyebrows were singed by 
the fierce heat of the burning buildings, yet 
he stuck to his post and continued to play the 
stream in a hopeless effort to stay the fire. 

The flame burst from the upper story above 
them, and with a loud roar swept against the 
adjacent hotel building. Suddenly the fire- 
men gave way and turned their attention to 
the next point of danger. 

Douglas watched for a moment. 

" The only way we can stop this fire," he 
said, " is to destroy the buildings in front of 
it. Otherwise the whole city will be burned. 
But how can we destroy them ? " 

It was clear that within another hour the 
fire would have eaten its way through the 
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great edifice whose shattered side it was now 
licking, perhaps would have traversed the 
block. 

Douglas glanced up at the broken front and 
thought of the scene in the hotel he had left. 
It was quite possible that human beings might 
be pinned beneath the debris too badly hurt 
to know the death which now awaited them. 
Across the street he ran, through the shattered 
columns and up the broken stairs to the 
top floor. Already the flames had reached 
through the windows and the rooms were 
filled with smoke, but through the flames he 
could see two bodies lying upon the floor in 
the adjacent room. There was no hope, un- 
assisted, of excavating the bodies from the 
debris which imprisoned them in time to 
escape the flames which already reached 
through the windows and flUed the rooms 
with rsuflbcating odors. 

Douglas ran to the window and shouted to 
the sentinel below : " Call for the guard I" 

" The guard I No. 9 1 " rang out the alarm, 
repeated from mouth to mouth until it reached 
the company in front of the Shelton, Love & 
Co. Banking House. A squad fell in at the 
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jump, iwoDg about and came down the street 
at a run. 

" Come up I " shouted Douglas, and the 
men sped op the steps, three steps at a time. 
" We are going to get out two bodies in that 
next room," he said. " Rip ofT the doors and 
jam them into the windows, so as to shut out 
the flames while we work. Get at it, men. 
There is not a minute to lose." 

It was the right squad of the company 
which responded to the call, averaging six feet 
in stature and one hundred and ninety-five 
pounds to the man. Like the trained athletes 
they were, they flung themselves upon the 
door, smashed the hinges with the butts of 
their rifles or ripped them from their fasten- 
ings, and were ready for their rush against the 
tongues of flames which were licking the 
ceiling and blistering the walls. 

" Form in line, men," yelled Douglas. 
" Now all together." With doors in front of 
them, the squad rushed forward and struck 
the windows with a crash. The flames roared 
against the doors as they shot into place, but 
the room was safe temporarily, and a line of 
retreat was open to the stairs. 
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" Finnegon and Moran, stand by to guard 
the windows," said Douglas. " The rest come 
with me," and he rushed into the room, the 
ceiling of which had collapsed, imprisoning 
the two occupants of the room, who lay un- 
consoious upon the floor. 

Douglas seized the broken rafters, and to- 
gether with his men began the work of res- 
cue. The fire had been excluded from the 
room, bat the heat was intense, and the smoke 
enveloped the workers, filling their lungs with 
the poisonous fumes and bringing the tears 
streaming down their faces. 

" We must hurry," urged Douglas as he 
glanced over his shoulder and saw the men 
at the windows gasping for breath, while be- 
tween the cracks of the door and over their 
tops the flames were pushing in tiny jets 
which indicated that the fire was gaining 
rapidly in power. 

Qasping and coughing, the men worked on 
with the utmost vigor. The debris was flung 
aside and the body of a woman with her little 
girl lay revealed, face downward, upon the 
floor. 

" Help me with the woman, Blake," said 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



320 A WEST POINT 

Douglas. " Corporal Riley, take the child," 
aod he stooped over to raise the prostrate 
form, when Moran reeled back from the win- 
dow and fell unconscious on the floor. One 
of the men leaped forward to take his place, 
but the doors, no longer supported, fell in- 
ward, and the flames swept across the room 
with a loud roar. It was out of the question 
to attempt repeating the operation of shutting 
the flames from the room. It was now im- 
possible to push one's way more than a few 
feet beyond the door. Exit to the stairs they 
had ascended was cut ofif. Douglas rushed to 
the window and looked out. There was no 
visible means of escape. He entered the next 
room, but the doors were locked. 

" We must get out this way, men," he said. 
"Smash the door." 

He ran back to the flame-swept room, from 
which Moran had already been dragged by 
the men. Finnegan was visible through the 
smoke, standing at his post, but hia body was 
swaying and his wide-open mouth indicated 
that he would last but a few moments longer. 

"Let go, Finnegan," yelled Douglas, "and 
go down the stairs. We will get out through 
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the other door." Then he turned and pre- 
pared to carry out the unconscious woman. 

"The door is open," shouted the corporal, 
as a crash resounded from the adjacent room, 
and Douglas, assisted by Blake, picked up the 
woman and hurried out upon the landing 
with the squad following. As they emerged, 
Finnegan rushed wild-eyed through the hall. 

" The stairs are on fire, lieutenant," he 
cried. " We are cut oflf, sir." 

" Where is the fire escape ? " 

" It's on the side which is burning," said 
the corporal. " We can't get out there." 

" This way," said Douglas as his gaze fell 
upon the battered gate of an elevator shaft. 
The door was ajar and at the bottom of the 
pit lay the oar which had been left there the 
night before. 

The young oflBcer laid down the uncon- 
scious woman, and reaching inside the shaft 
seized the cables and pulled vigorously. 

"They are safe," said he. "At any rate 
this is the only way out. Get all the sheets 
you can find in that room." 

He pulled off his blouse and shoes and 
flung them down the shaft. "Sling your 
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guns, men ; we're going down." Then tying 
the sheet about the woman's body he swung 
her across his back, rose to his feet and seized 
the cable. The men stood aghast. Five 
stories below lay the bottom of the shaft 
where a mass of broken timbers and jagged 
wires would pierce hia body if he fell. It was 
a feat to descend that great depth supporting 
only one's own weight, but to attempt it with 
an additional burden of more than one hun- 
dred pounds seemed like madness. 

" It's my only chance," said Douglas as he 
gazed down the shaft. " Swing the child, 
corporal, and follow me." 

He swung off over the abyss, wrapped hit 
legs about the cable, and hand over hand he 
started down. One story. He rested a mo- 
ment and gazed at the faces staring eagerly 
upon him. Then he went on. Two stories, 
three stories, only two more remained. He 
gasped. The terrible burden was cutting into 
his shoulders, and restricting his breathing. 
Could he last the remaining distance? Hand 
over hand, band over hand, and each time he 
released his clutch it was more difficult to re- 
sist the slipping which if one started at that 
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height meant certain death. A single flight 
remained, and he heard voices resounding 
through the hall. A dozen members of the 
company rushed to the bottom of the shaft, 
and he heard Rory O'Connor's voice. 

" Hang on, Dug. I'm getting below you. 
Stick to it, old boy, for just a moment 
longer." 

Rory swung open the gate of the shaft, and 
stepped out on top of the cage, his arms out- 
stretched. Douglas came on, each movement 
sending pains shooting through his arms and 
legs now almost powerless to resist the slip 
and the resulting crash. 

On — on — he came ; his feet touched Rory's 
hand, and he shot downward and fell head- 
long through the door into Rory'a arms and 
lay helpless on the floor, while the cheer from 
above was drowned by a louder one from the 
company below. Rory untied the limp form 
from his back, and then sprang to his feet with 
aery. 

" Great heavens, Douglas, it's my sister I 
She was to meet me here to-morrow, and I 
had no idea she had arrived last night." He 
dropped to his knees and chafed the cold 
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hand and brushed back the disheveled hair 
from her face. " You saved her, Dug," said 
Rory huskily, " and I cau never half repay 
you — but I am with you through thick and 
thin as long as I live. There is not another 
man in the army who could have performed 
that feat." 

A sergeant had hurried up the portion of 
the stairs yet free from the flame, and had 
swung open the gate to permit the escape of 
the rest of the squad. One by one they de- 
scended and filed down-stairs to the street, 
eyes wide open with wonder and admiration 
at the wonderful feat accomplished by " the 
gamest officer in the army." 

Litters had already been secured and Rory 
accompanied his sister and her beautiful child 
as they were carried away amid the loud hur- 
rahs of the spectators to the Emergency Hos- 
pital which had already been established. 

Douglas recovered his strength in a few 
moments and walked into the street. The 
whole upper , portion of the building was en- 
veloped in flames, and no amount of labor 
could save it from destruction. The firemen 
were backing up before the steady progress 
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of the conflagration and already the members 
of the company were working side by side 
with the members of the department whose 
great exertions were beginning to break down 
their strength. 

It was necessary to organize a search at 
once through the buildings in the path of the 
Are to prevent a repetition of the narrow 
escape which bad just occurred. Detach- 
ments were sent flying through the buildings 
in which persona might be imprisoned by 
debris awaiting the oncoming fire to consume 
them where they lay just as Roderick's sister 
had lain, unconscious of the fate which awaited 
her. 

Along the line of sentinels the young officer 
moved and heard the report of each. Bodies 
were lying in a dozen places, and he dis- 
tributed his forces to extricate them in the 
shortest possible time. He had reached the 
place designated aa the headquarters of the 
company when the first sergeant reported. 

" Sir, the sentinels are having trouble get- 
ting the people back and in preventing the 
looting of the building just outside their post. 
A man has been trying to get into the bank 
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building across the street, sir. He says he 
must get in, that thousands of dollars' worth 
of papers are lying about. What shall I do, 
sir ? " 

" Come with me," said Douglas, and as he 
passed he directed the sentinels to follow 
him. They walked to a point from which 
a break in the wall of the great building was 
visible. 

" Do you see that line of rubbish ten paces 
from the wall 7 " he said. 

" Yes, sir," replied the sentinel. 

" Well, that is the dead line for this build- 
ing. Shoot if any one attempts to cross it. 
No one must be allowed to enter that bank. 
Remain here, sentinel, and watch that line." 

Douglas walked back with the sergeant to 
the line beyond which the people were not 
permitted to advance. From the edge of the 
crowd came a loud call : " Lieutenant Atwell." 

Douglas looked about and saw Tom Jenkins 
standing a little in front of the line. " Will 
you let me come in and help, lieutenant? 
I'll work in the kitchen or do anything you 
let me. Can I come, sir?" 

" Yea," said Douglas, " come ahead." 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

FIGHTING THE FLAMES 

It was not according to regulations that 
Tom Jenkins, a military convict, should be 
permitted to associate with the company from 
which he had been dishonorably discharged, 
but all established forma had lost their reason 
for existence in the overwhelming catastrophe 
which had overtaken the city. Jenkins had 
shown his courage and fidelity and was eager 
to escape from the life which had brought him 
to disgrace. There was need of a man of 
Jenkins' courage, and Douglas accepted his 
assistance, not aa a soldier, but to assist him 
as a messenger or in other capacity in which 
he naight be needed. Events were soon to 
prove the wisdom of this act. 

" What does the lieutenant wish me to do ? " 
said Jenkins. 

"Look up little Roland McGrew," said 
Douglas, " and see if you can help him out. 
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He has gone to his home to find how his 
people got through the quake." 

" Yes, sir," said Jenkins, and he broke 
through the crowd and disappeared. 

Douglas went back down the line. Every 
man in the company was working desperately 
to contribute his share to the tremendons task 
before them. The sentinels kept the thor- 
oughfares free from the curious crowd, while 
the remaining members performed their as- 
signed tasks with a vigor which augured well 
for the ultimate success of the fight which 
they were waging. From the buildings in 
the path of the flames the dead and wounded 
were rescued one by one and carried to the 
nearest emergency hospital for treatment or 
for burial in that rude way which necessity 
recognizes on battle-field and in emergencies 
such as these. A second section stood guard 
over the property which the mob must be 
forced to respect. A third remained in re- 
serve, while facing the fire and side by side 
with the tired firemen the remaining section 
of the company assisted in handling the fire 
hose, in sweeping away all d6bris in the path 
of the fire which might assist its progress. 
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Yet ia spite of all their efforts the scattered 
fire was uniting in one great conflagration. 

Recogaizing this fact from the reports which 
came in from the long skirmish line across 
the city, the military authorities were already 
urging that the demolition of buildings be 
started at once. It was equally clear that the 
work of demolition should begin at some dis- 
tance from the blazing buildings in order that 
a tract might be destroyed of sufficient width 
to prevent the flames from leaping the zone 
and continuing the work of destruction on 
the other side. 

Anticipating the necessity which now be- 
came apparent, the acting chief of the fire 
department had already requested that all 
available explosives with the men to handle 
them be sent to check the fire, as the fire de- 
partment, deprived of sufficient water supply, 
was practically helpless. Pursuant to this 
request, the field artillery, with caissons loaded 
with forty-eight barrels of powder, dashed 
through the streets, followed by wagons haul- 
ing a reserve supply, together with three 
hundred pounds of dynamite secured from 
the civil engineers of the engineer department. 
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Trotting up to the ball of justice, the bat- 
tery commander reported to the mayor, and 
the work of demolition was speedily author- 
ized. Fortunately a large additional quantity 
of dynamite was available at the California 
Powder Works, and this together with a quan- 
tity of gun cotton from Mare Island made the 
supply adequate to the demands of the occa- 
sion. From every direction there came the 
tramp, tramp, tramp of the rugged soldiers as, 
with rifles swung over their shoulders, they 
marched to the fight for the safety of the 
city. 

From Angel Island and Alcatraz came the 
infantry and coast artillery, from Fort Mason 
the engineers, from Monterey, Alcatraz and 
the Presidio came coast artillery, cavalry and 
field artillery, while out along the telegraph 
lines unbroken by the shock of the terrible 
quake ran the commanding general's call for 
reenforcements. News passes quickly through 
a crowd, and when it was known that the 
President had ordered forward all the tentage 
and rations in the possession of army garri- 
sons the gratitude of the bereaved people ex- 
pressed itself in a humble prayer of thanks. 
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Down Market Street moved a section of the 
battery, and the young officer, alighting from 
his horse, rushed up to Douglas ibr consulta- 
tion. 

" It is useless," said the latter, " to destroy 
buildings so close to the fire. We are being 
forced back at the rate of a block every two 
hours and before a building could be demol- 
ished the fire would leap across and continue 
its progress." 

Rushing to the roof of an adjacent build- 
ing, they viewed the scene in front. The 
entire wholesale and retail sections of the city 
were one seething mass of flames, while the 
advance along Market Street was forcing a 
steady retreat toward VanNess Avenue, while 
throughout other portions of the city to the 
east isolated fires blazed furiously and it was 
merely a question of time as to when the 
whole front would unite and mpve onward 
completing the destruction of the city. 

" Here we must stop the advance," said the 
artillery officer, and together they dashed back 
to the waiting battery. 

Sparks were falling in showers about the 
teams, and on the tops of the caissons, but 
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tinka must be taken. In front the firemen 
and soldiers were fighting their game but 
losing fight, retarding but not arresting the 
steady advance of the roaring fiamea. Only 
extensive demolition could stop it. 

Sticks of dynamite were pulled from the 
caissons, and holding them in the bosoms of 
their olive drab shirts the soldiers hurried 
to the buildings designated for destruction. 
Large columns of steel resting on concrete 
foundation supported the main structure, and 
about these columns the sticks of dynamite 
were tied. Cutting a hole in one of the sticks 
a detonator was inserted in the cavity and a 
small hand dynamo was connected with the 
detonator. 

" Qet every one back under cover," said 
the artillery commander, " and we will set it 
off." 

Back came the exhausted men, faces 
scorched and blistered under the intense heat 
which they had now been facing for hours. 
The firemen withdrew, and one more block 
was abandoned to the raging flames. 

" All is ready," said Douglas. 

Down plunged the handle of the dynamo, 
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and the earth shook with the ehock of the 
explosion which followed, hringing the terri- 
fied people to their feet with a start in the 
fear that the convulsiona of nature had heen 
resumed. 

Douglaa and his brother officer hastened to 
the shattered building. The columns had 
heen snapped ofT like twigs beneath the foot. 
The roof had fallen and the walls had col- 
lapsed in places, hut the steel framework of 
the building held firmly in place and it was 
clear that the work of demolition had only 
begun. 

" I will help you," said Douglas, " if you 
wish. The fire is gaining on us rapidly." 

" Good," said the artilleryman. " We will 
have to blow the building to fragments to get 
it down." 

The company came forward, and with char- 
acteristic eagerness spraog into the building 
and began the work of destruction. Beneath 
the corners of the wall the dynamite was 
packed, the exposed stringers were wrapped 
with it and the joints on the maintenance 
of which the stability of the building de- 
pended were encased in the sticka. Through 
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the building the men crawled like bridge 
builders or steeple climbers, and at last the 
work was done and all returned to a place of 



Once more the plunger sank, and the crash 
of flying timbers and falling walls announced 
the collapse of the great building on the 
erection of which hundreds of thousands of 
dollars had been expended. 

" We will have to blow up the next one 
also," said the artillery officer, and the weary 
men resumed the work of destruction along 
the front. The roar of explosions sounded 
all along the front as they worked, and the 
aun hung blood red in the canopy of smoke 
only a few hours above the horizon when the 
second building succumbed and lay prostrate 
beside its neighbor, but the roaring flames 
were shooting from the roof of the adjacent 
building and reaching around the flanks of 
the little clearing which bad been made. 

" We will have to work faster, men," said 
Douglas, and he set the example by his own 
activity. Stolidly they worked, their wet 
faces dripping with perspiration and their 
weary arms trembling with the effort they * 
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had made during the day, but their work was 
ia vain. 

The burning fragments falling through the 
broken roofs of adjacent buildings found 
ample fuel to fan them into flame, and before 
the workers were aware of the situation the 
buildinga in their rear were burning and they 
were compelled once more to fall back. 

From end to end of the line the same scenes 
were enacted. Before the fire the line of 
fighters was giving steadily back. 

No opportunity had been given the soldiers 
to eat since they left the garrison, and the 
canteens in which they carried a small supply 
of water were empty. Yet the struggle had 
only begun, and sleep for them during the 
approaching night was impossible. Slowly 
the watching crowds dispersed, and as dark- 
ness settled over the city which had appeared 
so beautiful the night before, more than one 
hundred thousand homeless persons were 
gathered in the parks, bivouacked in the 
open, or huddled together in tents which the 
army had furnished. 

It was nearly eight o'clock when the com- 
pany operating under Lieutenant Atwell 
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broke into reliefs, part to fight the fire, while 
the rest hurried to the corner where Corporal 
Klondyke Joues had established the kitchen 
for the company. , 

Douglas, sitting upon the sidewalk, drank ' 
his coffee from his tin cup and ate his portion 
of potato^, bacon and onions from bis meat 
can resting on his knees. His face was black 
from the amoke and dust in which he had been 
enveloped, his limbs ached and his eyes were 
bloodshot from loss of sleep and the poisonous 
gases to which tbey had been subjected, but 
he could neither rest nor sleep. The fight 
against tbe fire must be resumed just as soon 
as the men were able to stand the strain. If 
the fight were prolonged it would be necessary 
to divide up into reliefs, and allow some to 
rest, but as yet none sought rest and all were 
eager to fight on in the hope of checking the 
fame before morning. 

As Douglas sat with his humble but hasty 
meal upon his knees, his eyes fell upon the 
hotel, now a smoking ruin, from which he 
had escaped that morning with the body 
of Mr. Dryden. It seemed that years had 
passed since that terrible moment in which 
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the first convulBion shook the earth and he 
saw the tottering buildings grind their sides 
together and then fall away crashing to the 
ground. He thought of the interview with 
Mr. Dryden, and later with Alice, and the 
visit of Westmoreland and hia criminal as- 
sociate to force him to yield to their plans. 

How vain it all seemed now. The fabric 
on which they had built their hopes of wealth 
had been shattered like an egg-shell, and 
probably Mr. Dryden's fortune had vanished 
with it, yet this sturdy master of finance had 
by DO means accepted defeat. Consciousness 
had DO sooner returned to him than he 
stoutly declined to be removed from the city 
limits and chose to see the end of his fight 
where he lay. 

" There can be no doubt, then," reflected 
Douglas, " that he still entertains hope of 
ultimate success in spite of the destruction of 
a part at least of the city. On what could 
he found his hopes of success?" Douglas 
glanced down the street at the banking house 
over which Mr. Love presided. Illumined 
by the glare of the fire several blocks beyond 
he could see the sentinel watching the build- 
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ing around which Douglas had drawn a dead 
line. 

He rose, and to his astonishment saw Alice 
Dryden and Roderick O'Connor approaching. 

" Rory has told me of your rescue of his 

sister this morning from the Hotel," 

said Alice as she grasped his hand, " and I 
am aa grateful as he. Lucile was my play- 
mate as a child and my classmate in college, 
and I loved her aa one would love a sister." 
Alice's voice trembled a little as she spoke. 
" I could not thank you properly this morn- 
ing for your courage and kindness, but you 
know bow I feel. I cannot express my 
gratitude. No one could, for such a service." 

Alice looked down upon the gaping crevice 
which the earthquake had torn along the 
street, and tears seemed swimming in her 
eyes. 

"It was nothing," said Douglas. "Any, 
one would have been glad to help had it been 
his good fortune to be on the spot. Luck 
favored me and I was glad to help." 

" But many people were there," said Alice. 
" I ran into the hall and begged men to help 
me, but they flung my hands away when 
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I caught them by the sleeve — until you 
came " She stopped and bit her lips. 

"Is Mr. Dryden better?" asked Douglas, 
anxious to change the subject. 

" Yes, thank you," said Alice. " He re- 
gained consciousness and. soon sat up, but he 
could not walk about. A doctor whom we 
know came and said he was not seriously 
hurt, but that he must not attempt to sit up 
for a few days. While he was there your 
Corporal Jones came with the tent and chairs 
and cots, and made us as comfortable as at 
home. He was a most interesting character, 
and I kept him aa long as I could. He talked 
about nothing but the lieutenant, and prom- 
ised to come back if the lieutenant would give 
him permission. Please let him come, Mr. 
Atwell, he is so interesting." 

" Yes, indeed," said Douglas ; " I will send 
him every day." 

" Papa insisted upon knowing how the fire 
was progressing," said Alice as she gazed down 
the street. " I was afraid he would get up if 
I did not see in person, so I came with Roder- 
ick. Where is the Shelton, Love & Co. Bank 
Building?" 
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"That sentinel is standing in front of it," 
said Douglas, with awakened interest. " The 
line of sentinels extends down to the burning 
buildings, and the last one is in front of the 
banking house." 

Alice stood gazing intently at the scene in 
front, her fair chin protruding slightly with 
that look of resolution which made her 
seem so like a man, yet none the less a 
woman. 

" How fast is it burning? " she asked. 

" About a block every two hours," an- 
swered Douglas. 

" I must be going back to daddy," she said 
abruptly. " Come to see him if you can. He 
is very grateful indeed for what you have 
done." She moved away in the darkness 
with Roderick, treading her way through the 
streets with that air of complete self-posses- 
sion which had been her leading character- 
istic since childhood. 

Douglas washed his mess pan, left; his equip- 
ment at the kitchen and walked back toward 
the scene of the conflagration. The fight for 
the saving of the city no longer required his 
presence on the immediate scene of action. 
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The plan had developed, and each man 
worked away at his assigned task. 

In front of the banking house he stopped 
and watched the sentinel standing in the 
shadow of the wall, guarding the openings 
which allowed entrance to the interior. 

" Hello, Atwell," came a hoarse voice, and 
he turned to see Benedict standing in his 
shirt-sleeves, his hair disheveled and his face 
smeared and dirty. " It's all up with me," 
he continued dejectedly. " My house caught 
fire among the first. I ran to the fire house 
and you saw me ride past on an engine, but 
it was no use. We couldn't get sufficient 
water, and my three years' work has gone up 
in smoke." He lowered his voice. " The 
check and all the papers I secured from West- 
moreland were burned, and I am right where 
we started." 

" Then you cannot prosecute your case ? " 

" No," said Benedict, " not unless I can get 
into that banking house and find the papers 
which are lying about. There will be an 
abundance of evidence. All I need is a half 
an hour inside. Will you let me go in ? " 

"No," said Douglas, "you cannot go in. 
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I am going to do exactly as I promised, but t 
cannot favor you in this fight. If you want 
those papers you will have to get them by 
regular legal process, and that ought not to 
be difficult." 

" Bat the other side is after them too, and 
they can secure them. Are you going to let 
them win ? " 

" No," said Douglas ; " you have the law all 
on your side. If that building survives the 
fire you can get all you desire, but until the 
legal authority for entering is shown me no 
one will cross that line. It is the dead line 
in this game." 

Benedict ran bis fingers through bis hair. 
" Then, my boy — I win," he said as he hur- 
ried away in the darkness. 

Douglas resumed bis walk along the line 
of sentinels. From end to end of the line the 
roar of the exploding dynamite indicated the 
location of the retreating battle-line and sug- 
gested that the fight was each hour becoming 
more desperate. 

Along fats own front a temporary success 
had been gained, but the night wind had 
sprung up, and the fagged-out men, with sink- 
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ing heart, saw the clouds of sparks rise on the 
breeze and settle upon the buildings beyond 
the area which they had destroyed. 

The majority of the people had left the 
streets, but the sentinels reported that figures 
were flitting about the buildings, and that it 
was impossible to know whether they were 
civilian laborers, the firemen or low scoundrels 
who had seized upon the cover of darkness to 
snatch what they could. 

" They must be stopped," said Douglas. 
" No one must be allowed to enter buildings. 
Shoot if necessary." 

As he spoke the call of the sentinel in front 
of the banking house came to his ears — 

"Halt! Who's there? Haiti halt 1 Come 
to a halt or I'll fire." 

The sharp crack of a rifle rang out upon 
the night air, and Douglas ran at top speed 
to the sentinel who stood in front of the 
banking house, his hand on the bolt of his 
rifle. 

" Wbat was it?" said Douglas. 

" Some one showed up on that wall, sir, 
and was pushing through the window, so I 
took a shot at him." 
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" Had he been in the building ? " asked 
Douglas anxiously. 

" No, sir, he had not, but I missed. He got 
away." 
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CHAPTER XIX 

A MAN IN THE BANKING HOUSE 

The sentinel in front of the banking house 
could give no description of the man at whom 
he fired, and the most careful search of the 
premises revealed no indications of his where- 
aboats. 

The man had approached through an alley 
and under cover of darkness had clambered up 
the pile of stones along the interior side of 
the building, from which he managed to reach 
the top of the shattered wall where the sen- 
tinel saw him silhouetted against the blazing 
buildings tn the rear. To reach that position 
required a degree of physical strength pos- 
sessed only by a few, while the selection of 
the particular avenue of approach to the 
building suggested familiarity with the scene 
such as would be possessed by no mere looter 
reconnoitering for chance spoils. 

" No," reflected Douglas. " There is a race 
on between Westmoreland and Benedict for 
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possession of the papers in that building, bnt 
the man who gets them will have to do so by 
full authority." 

He glanced down the street toward the 
blazing buildings as another charge of dyna- 
mite shook the earth and reverberated through 
the shattered buildings about him. 

" Perhaps the fire will settle the question 
for both parties." 

Douglas went back to his sentinel. 

" Keep out of sight as much as you can," 
he said. " Do not walk your post, but stand in 
the shadow and keep your ears and eyes wide 
open. See that no one gets into the building." 

" Very well, sir," said the sentinel, and he 
moved back into the shadow and stood in the 
angle of the wall from which he could see 
both sides of the building along which an 
approach could be made under cover. 

As Douglas returned to the street after bis 
minute inspection of the grounds about the 
building, he met Tom Jenkins with Roland. 

Koland sank on the curbstone as Jenkins 
addressed the young officer. 

" I done the best I could, sir," said he, " but 
we got there too late. The building had gone 
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down ft full story straight into the earth and 
what was left above ground caved in toward 
the center. I don't guess there was many got 
out alive. Me and Roland we dug down into 
the ruins, but both his mother and sister was 
dead. We got out the bodies jest a little ahead 
of the fire, and carried them off to an open 
space. There was some others there by that 
time and an officer said we'd start a new 
graveyard right there, so we turned to and 
buried both side by side and marked the 
graves. I don't guess there is anything more 
to do." 

Roland's bead was resting upon hia hand, 
and down his cheeks the big tears were cours- 
ing through the smoke stains on his face. 

" Never mind, Roland," said Douglas, " the 
company will stand by you. You'd better go 
up and get a bite to eat from Corporal Jones 
and then go to sleep. You will find a blanket 
in the kitchen." 

Roland moved off, his head bowed and his 
eyes swimming with tears which he could not 
restrain. 

When he had gone Jenkins said in a low 
tone, " I heard what had happened over there 
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in that building jest before I came up. That's 
the place that Blair ParkiDson used to go 
sometimea to get orders. Has the lleuteoant 
suspicioned anything about who was trying 
to get in ? " 

" You never can be sure, Jenkins," said 
Douglas, " and your guess is as good aa mine." 

Jenkins gazed up at the building, hie eyes 
glittering with that light which Douglas had 
seen in them the night he had caught Jen- 
kins watching him from the roof above the 
porch. 

Douglas left him and moved on to super- 
vise the work of resisting the further advance 
of the flames. 

Another block and a half had been con- 
verted into ashes and everywhere the fire had 
gained in force and increased in extent. 
Steadily the separate conflagrations were unit- 
ing and across the city stretched the line of 
fires, broken at but a few points. Thus far 
the efforts to arrest the advancing flames had 
been fruitless. 

The military and civil authorities were in 
conference upon the subject, but another day 
of fruitless eflbrt was to pass before the re- 
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sponsible parties could be convinced that all 
buildings must be destroyed across the city in 
a zone so wide that the army, intrenched in 
this position and capable of using its full 
force, might stamp out every flame which 
might reach across and thus save the portion 
of the city which lay beyond. All night long 
the weary men fought a losing fight and 
morning found them worn and exhausted but 
still full of courage and hope. But reenforce- 
ments were en route from Vancouver Barracks 
and Monterey and the weary men were onoe 
more inspired to renewed efibrts. 

About the kitchen the men gathered with 
scorched faces and bloodshot eyes and ate 
their scanty breakfast in silence. The strain 
had been too great to allow all to continue 
their labors without rest. Douglas divided 
his company into reliefs so that one-third 
might rest while the others assisted in fighting 
the fire. 

The crowd was again gathering, no longer a 
panic-stricken people. They had grasped the 
magnitude of the situation which had befallen 
them and with characteristic courage the 
stronger element was prepared to face their 
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loss and repair the damage, bat two hundred 
and fifty thousand were now homeless and 
were gathered in the parks awaiting the dawn 
in hunger. The Commissary Depot had been 
destroyed, but during the night train upon 
train had arrived with loads of rations and 
supply stations had been established to reach 
every camp within the city. Thirty thousand 
tents from the Presidio alone had been erected 
under the supervision of ofQcers, and the first 
morning after this ever memorable catastro- 
phe found the army ready to feed the stricken 
people. Packing boxes were converted into 
tables, the bakeries and supply houses which 
had not been destroyed were put into vigorous 
operation and all the remaining resources of 
the city were utilized to the fullest extent. 

But among the first sections destroyed by 
the quake and swept by the fire were those in 
which the poorest people lived. They saw 
themselves homeless and hungry yet without 
the means of purchasing the necessary food 
for themselves and their children. About 
them lay the food and supplies valued at 
millions, unprotected except by the army 
which stood between them and the gratifica- 
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tion of their desires. It was hard to realize 
that each must take his turn, that order aad 
discipline must prevail in spite of hunger, 
but only in such manner could the weak be 
protected and fed as well as the strong, and 
the army was determined that all should be 
protected alike. 

In the better section which Douglas eon- 
trolled he had already sufficient evidence of 
man's brutality to convince him of the neces- 
sity for stern repressive measures. Every ef- 
fort to break through the lines had been 
checked ; in no case except at the banking 
house had the men been compelled to use the 
rifle, but with each hour the number rendered 
homeless was rapidly increasing and the situ- 
ation was becoming more tense. 

For three days and nights Douglas had had 
but little sleep or rest. His eyes were swollen 
and smarting. His clothing was black with 
smoke and dirt and his aching limbs trembled 
with fatigue. But he could not stop. There 
was no other officer with the company, and 
the fate of a city was at stake. He could not 
think of rest while he possessed the strength 
to work. 
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Instructions were given to the company for 
the day and Douglas was turning away to at- 
tend to their execution when Benedict rushed 
up to him in the street. " Has any one been 
allowed to enter the bank?" said he eagerly, 
his eyes indicating the big banking house be- 
yond. 

" No," said Douglas ; " some one tried to get 
in last night, but the sentinel fired upon him 
and he got away. No one will be allowed to 
go in without authority." 

" Fine," said Benedict, his eyes brighten- 
ing. " There is time yet. I shall be ready 
in less than twenty-four hours." He looked 
down the street. " That fire is gaining rapidly. 
How fast it is coming." 

" At the rate of about a block in two hours," 
said Douglas. " It will never be stopped un- 
less the policy is abandoned of demolishing 
the buildings so close to the fire. We must 
fall back and make a gap which the fire can- 
not cross, otherwise the entire city will be 
burned." 

" Will it reach the banking house before to- 
morrow morning ? " 

'* Yes." 
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Benedict gasped. " I cannot get the neces- 
sary legal business through so soon. Atvrell, 
I must have those papers." 

" Then you will have to hurry, because you 
can't get them without the proper authority." 

" But the other side ? " 

"The same for them. No one will cross 
that line who is not entitled to cross it. I do 
not believe any one is likely to try it again." 

" I will make it in time," said Benedict. 
"It must be done — my whole case rests on 
getting those papers now." 

He rushed away, his hands thrust deep in 
his pockets, his thoughts not upon the de- 
struction of San Francisco but upon his future 
as a lawyer, which seemed to depend upon 
the security of a single building toward which 
the fire was slowly creeping. 

The crowd had gathered again to watch the 
desperate fight of dynamite and flames, and 
there among the faces fifty yards away from 
the line established by the company Douglas 
saw Westmoreland watching with an anxiety 
pictured in his features which betrayed the 
depth of his interest. Like Benedict, the de- 
struction of the city was the matter of least 
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concern with him. The matter of moment 
was the protection of his personal interests. 

Douglas watched him closely for a few mo- 
ments ; then he called the sergeant of the 
guard and without attracting attention to his ' 
act, directed the sergeant's gaze upon the law- 
yer standing in the crowd. 

" Under no circumstances let that man 
cross the line established about the bank," 
said Douglas. " There are special reasons 
why he should be kept out" 

" He will not cross, sir," said the sergeant. 

Douglas glanced about. " Where is Boland 
McQrew ? " 

" Corporal Jones sent him with a message 
to some one, a Miss Dryden, I think. She 
is over in Golden Gate Park, and wanted to 
know bow far the fire had advanced down 
Market Street." 

Douglas flushed. Could it be possible that 
Alice too was bo deeply interested in this 
sordid scheme that nothing else could occupy 
her mind ? A great city was perishing in the 
flames. Hundreds had been killed and rude ' 
wooden slabs marked their graves in the open 
places about the city ; thousands had been 
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wounded, and several hundred thousand had 
been rendered homeless. Ordinarily the 
mind is paralyzed by the magnitude of such 
a catastrophe, but in the midst of it all here 
came the inquiry from the Drydens which 
seemed to indicate that their only interest 
centered like that of Benedict and Westmore- 
land in the safety of the contents of this bank- 
ing house. 

He looked at the approaching fire with a 
feeling of utter indifference — the kind of 
feeling which comes over the soldier in cam- 
paign when the-burdens of life have become 
so great that all danger is treated with the 
same stoical disregard. But like the loyal 
soldier be moved straight on to his post of 
duty. 

Close up to the burning buildings be fought 
the flames side by side with the firemen. 
When a man sank in his place he seized him, 
carried him out of danger and performed hia 
work. The flames scorched his face and 
buildings crashed about him, but he did not 
care. The wind sprang up toward noon and 
drove the flames with ever increasing vigor 
toward the banking house about which the 
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iDterests of three persona seemed to center 
with suddenly increasing intensity. 

Leaving his men at their task he walked 
up the street toward the kitchen. His sen- 
tinel was there, his eyes fixed upon the wall 
he had heen ordered to watch, and Douglas 
passed on. 

Reliefs were changed. A cup of hot coffee 
and a few pieces of hardtack sufBced for 
dinner, and he was ready for the work of the 
afternoon. He saw Westmoreland still stand- 
ing in the crowd as he left, and he resumed his 
work. At last a decision had been reached 
to destroy buildings at sufficient distance 
from the fire to warrant safety to the rest of 
the city and the decision as to where demoli- 
tions would begin must rest primarily with 
local commanders. Operations were to begin 
when the sections of field artillery arrived 
with the explosives. So the afternoon passed, 
the weary men ever backing while the booms 
of exploding charges resounded over the city 
as over a battle-field. 

It was after dark when Douglas secured a 
cup filled with coffee and sat with his back 
resting against the wall while he drank. 
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How luxurious the rest felt to his weary body 
and brain. He laid aside his cup and leaned 
back against the wall. He had no intention 
of remaining, but nature demands rest, and in 
a moment he was sound asleep. How long 
he remained there he did not know, but he 
was finally awakened by a heavy shaking 
upon his shoulder, and saw the sergeant of the 
guard standing over him. Beside the sergeant 
was Tom Jenkins. 

" Jenkins says he saw a light in that bank 
across the street, sir," said the sergeant, " but 
the sentinel says he saw no one eater. I 
thought I'd better wake you, sir." 

" I saw the light flash up, sir, like the light 
of a bull's-eye lantern. There ain't no mistake 
about it, sir. Look I Look I " 

Douglas raised his eyes toward the second 
story window, and the chills crept over him 
as he plainly saw a flash of light apparently 
shielded by a hand, then darkness and again 
a fla^h. 

The young oflBcer sprang to his feet. 

" Have the corporal put men around the 
building on all sides. Then come along with 
me. I am going after that man." 
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" Will you let me go with you, lieu- 
tenant ? " 

" Yea," said Douglas, " come if you like." 

The sentinels were quietly placed in a 
moment. Then Douglas shifted his revolver 
to hia hip, and crossed the street, followed by 
the sergeant and Tom Jenkins. 

Past the sentinel they crept and up the pile 
of broken stones to the hole in the wall. 
With a spring Douglas reached it, drew him- 
self up and gave a hand to those behind. 

Once inside the building they tiptoed about 
in the darkness until the stairs were reached, 
and then in single file they moved softly up, 
halting to listen from time to time. 

With the utmost care Douglas mounted to 
the top of the second flight and stood in the 
darkness. Not a sound came from the portion 
of the room in which he had seen the light. 
The roar and crackle of the burning buildings 
sounded in the distance, but otherwise the 
silence of the tomb seemed to reign through 
the room. 

" Stand here, sergeant," whispered Douglas. 
" I am going to investigate. Don't shoot. 
Use the butt of your rifle." 
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Douglas tiptoed forward. He had gone 
half-way acrosa the room before he knew that 
Jenkins was close behind him. The latter 
then moved out toward the wall, and with 
that stealth which he had learned only too 
well in his days in the slums he advanced 
toward the spot at which he had seen the 
light He was lost in the darkness, and not 
a sound came from the direction in which he 
went. Exactly what happened must remain 
forever unrecorded in the history of Tom 
Jenkins. Suffice it to say that a wild shout 
suddenly echoed through the room and the 
sound of a furious struggle was heard. 

" Drive him toward the window, Jenkins/' 
shouted Douglas, as he groped his way toward 
the sound of the furious combat, but he was 
helpless in the darkness. Across the floor the 
two men plunged, gasping, panting and crash- 
ing against the articles of furniture with a 
violence which indicated the fierceness of the 
struggle. Douglas followed, unable to assist, 
unable to see, but calling words of encourage- 
ment to Jenkins and urging him to get to the 
light of the window. They were moving 
toward the wall on the inside of the building, 
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end the soarl of paia and distress which came 
through the darkness seemed to indicate that 
Jenkins' opponent was yielding to the grip of 
his wonderful muscles. Straight across the 
room staggered the men, and then the sounds 
of the struggle suddenly ceased and from 
without there arose a frightful scream followed 
by a crash two stories below. Douglas stood 
aghast. They had fallen through the hole in 
the wall, and he himself waa within two paces 
of the edge of the floor. 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



CHAPTER XX 

' IN THE HANDS OF PATE 

DouGiAB and the sergeant slowly retraced 
their steps down the dark stairs and hurried 
to the aide of the building on which Jenkins 
and his opponent had fallen. Roland McQrew 
followed, his eyes big with the excitement and 
horror of what had occurred. The sergeant 
struck a match on the butt of hia rifle and held 
it over the two men. There lay Blair Parkin- 
son, his bony fingers relaxed in death about 
the handle of a knife. He had died as he 
had lived, a criminal of the moat dangerous 
kind, and his last act had been an effort to 
carry with him the man who had rebelled at 
hia control and had abandoned " the gang " in 
the hope of returning to the ways of honest 
men. Douglas recoiled as he looked at the 
long blade which Jenkins with his powerful 
arm had been able to ward off. What would 
have been the result had Douglas himself 
collided with Parkinson in the dark? At hia 
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best he was no match for the giant convict 
except in agility and quickness, and, weak- 
ened by his tremendous exertions of the last 
three days and nights, there could be but 
little doubt of the outcome. Jenkins with hia 
keener intuition of the probable conduct of 
the man in the room had, with full knowledge 
ofthe danger involved, placed himself between 
Douglas and Parkinson and had accepted the 
chances of combat. 

Douglas held a lighted match close to his 
face. The blood was pouring from his mouth 
and nose, and a closer inspection showed that 
his right arm was broken and his shoulder 
cut to the bone by a stroke of the knife which, 
now stained with his blood, lay beside him. 

" But his heart is beating," said Douglas, 
^ aa he felt of his pulse, " and he has a fighting 
chance of recovery. He must have forced 
Parkinson back expecting to land him against 
the wall. They went through the open- 
ing, and I judge from the few bruises on 
Jenkins' body that he must have fallen on 
top of his man, thus saving himself and in- 
creasing the injury to Parkinson." 

It was unnecessary to make an examination 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



LIEUTENANT 363 

of the latter. He waa dead beyond the shadow 
of a doubt. A glance at his pockets showed 
that he had Dotbing but a few centa on bis 
person, and led to the belief that the papers 
which Benedict and Westmoreland so much 
desired must still be somewhere in the build- 
ing. He had taken his chances in attempting 
to obtain them, and death had come to blm 
as a just penalty for his crimes. 

"Sergeant," said Douglas, "eend a man im- 
mediately to the surgeon on duty with the 
battalion, preaent my compliments and say 
that I request him to come here to look over 
a man who ia badly injured. Then get the 
litter and have this fellow carried away and 
buried. Mark his grave with the name Blair 
Parkinson. Do not allow the matter to be 
talked about in any way in the company." 

The sergeant departed at once to carry out 
his inatructions, and Douglas bent over 
Jenkins and poured some water between his 
teeth. The blood was issuing in spurts from 
his left arm, indicating that an artery had 
been severed, and Douglas tied his handker- 
chief over the arm above the cut, laid a stone 
over the artery, slipped the knife through the 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



364 A WEST POINT 

loop, and twisted till the blood ceased to flow 
and the danger of death from this Bource waa 
gone. 

In a few moments the eurgeon came. 

" I think he will live," said he, " though he 
is pretty badly shaken up." Then he had the 
body laid upon a stretcher and Tom Jenkins 
was carried away to be furnished the best 
medical attendance available in his fight for 
life. Behind him came Blair Parkinson on 
the way to his last resting place. 

Douglas watched their disappearance in the 
darkness, and then he turned his face toward 
the raging flames which swept on toward the 
building behind which the tragedy had just 
occurred. The progress made by the confla- 
gration while he slept astonished him. He 
pulled out his watch. It was one o'clock. 
Six hours had passed, yet it seemed but a few 
moments since he sat down at the base of the 
building to rest. 

Three blocks had been added to the thou- 
sands of buildings which stood black and 
smoking or lying in heaps of ashes and twisted 
iron girders, while the fire front had extended 
to both flanks and now advanced in one con- 
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tinuoua line nearly three miles long. Banked 
high above the burning buildings hung dense 
clouds of smoke through which long tongues 
of flame leaped, while the roar of the confla- 
gration could be heard for half a mile. 

Douglas looked anxiously about. Within 
six hours the fate of the building must be 
decided. On either flank he understood the 
dynamiters had successfally demolished a 
wide area, but as yet no explosives had reached 
him and he must await his orders. No doubt 
the plan was clearly deflned and contemplated 
demolitions first at the pointe at which the 
fire had made the greatest progress. News 
had spread through the city that the army 
was to make its stand on the third day, and 
already a crowd had gathered and watched the 
progress of events with an anxiety which 
grew each moment. Would the army suc- 
cessfully resist the further advance of the 
roaring flames, or would all this struggle prove 
in vain and the anxious watchers see their 
last hopes vanish with the spectacle of the fire 
sweeping on over the demolished area and 
eating into the sections beyond? 

Time was necessary. The advance must be 
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checked as much as possible to allow the 
demolitioa to be complete and the line con- 
tinuous. 

" Watch the building while I am gone, 
sergeant," said Douglas. " I am going for-* 
ward to fight the fire." 

He walked down the street and joined the 
section at work along hie front. The painful 
exhaustion of both firemen and soldiers was 
apparent at a glance. They had begun this 
terrible fight together, each in his proper uni- 
form, but there in the blaze of light one could 
scarcely distinguish soldier from fireman. 
With clothing saturated and so stained with 
smoke and dust that its original color was not 
distinguishable, hats gone and garments rent, 
the men stood side by side and faced the fire. 
Within the last hour a small supply of water 
had been secured and every available hose was 
in operation. 

Douglas took his place with the men. It 
was necessary to arrest the progress of the fire 
at all hazards. He mounted the ladder and 
directed a hose through the window of a 
burning building, but what was this tiny 
stream against a fire front of three miles? 
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The uselessness of the effort was soon appar- 
ent, and when the crackling of the walls gave 
the first indication of the collapse of the huild- 
ing Douglas was forced to abandon the work 
and leave the ladder. He bad scarcely 
reached the bottom when the wall bulged out- 
ward and crashed in the street, and as the 
cloud of smoke and dust rose high above 
their heads the imprisoned flames shot up- 
ward and leaped into the open windows of the 
next building. 

Back once more the patient workers moved 
and resumed their task at the next point of 
vantage. Douglas gazed eagerly up the street 
for the coming of the explosives which would 
permit the work of demolition to be resumed. 
They must come soon, for already the flames 
were pushing past the flanks and reaching on- 
ward toward the banking building where 
Blair Parkinson had died. In a few hours 
the flames would be creeping through its 
columns, reducing to ashes everything not 
protected by the great vaults and safes in 
which perhaps the papers so much desired by 
Benedict and Westmoreland were safely de- 
posited. But were they in safes 7 If so, why 
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had FarkiDBon apparently Bought to eecure 
them? No one but the officers of the bank 
would be allowed to enter the vaults, and un- 
less exposed to the danger of destruction there 
would be no reason for attempting a search of 
the building. The thought came to Douglas 
like a revehttion which placed a new construc- 
tion upon the situation, and as he worked he 
constantly turned his gaze toward the big 
building toward which the fighting line was 
steadily retreating. 

The gray light of dawn was breaking in 
the east when the young officer left his men 
and walked back along the line of sentinels 
to the kitchen. He was drenched with water 
and almost exhausted. It would be impossi* 
ble to pass another day without a collapse, 
yet he had no intention of yielding until the 
fight was terminated in a successful stand of 
the army on the chosen line. 

As Douglas approached the kitchen he 
saw the sergeant in conversation with a ci- 
vilian who was apparently trying to cross the 
line. 

" You can't cross," he heard the sergeant 
say, " unless you get permission from Lieu- 
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tenant Atwell. He is down there fighting 
the fire." 

"What is it?" said Douglas, and as the 
civilian faced him, he recognized Westmore- 
land. 

" Why — good-morning, Mr. Atwell," said 
Westmoreland, but Douglas had no time for 
mock courtesies. 

" What was your business with the ser- 
geant ? " he said sharply. 

" I am going into the bank across the 
street. I see that the fire is making such 
progress that the building will probably be 
burned before noon and I must take out some 
personal efiects." 

" By what authority do you enter ? " 

" Why — you know that I am connected 
with the bank." 

" I understand something of your connec- 
tion with the bank, but no one can enter that 
building except the president of the bank in 
person." 

" But I must enter," protested West- 
moreland. " What right have you to 'atop 
me?" 

Douglas smiled. " Do you see that sentinel ? 
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His rifle ie loaded with ball cartridgee, and he 
has his orders to shoot. It has been neces- 
sary for him to do so once to protect this 
building from such criminals as yoa. If you 
would like to find out what will happen, just 
try to cross that line." 

Westmoreland turned his haggard eyes 
toward the sentinel standing quietly at his 
post, his rifle at the order. He visibly shrank, 
and suddenly changing his manner, aban- 
doned all appearance of bravado and began to 
beg. He clung to Douglas' arm with nervous 
twitching fingers and pleaded for permission 
to snatch from the path of the coming flames 
the papers which would win success for him- 
self and impose ruinous burdens on the whole 
community. 

" I have heard your case over and over 
again," said Douglas with impatience, "and 
have told you that I despise you and your 
scheme. You have chosen to bring your per- 
sonal affairs here when the city is burning 
and hundreds of thousands are losing all they 
have in life, and I can only say that if you 
do not get out of here at once I will whip you 
like a dog in the street." 
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Westmoreland turned away his face con- 
torted with anger and hatred which he could 
not attempt to gratify. His last effort had 
failed. The plan by which he had built up 
hie hopes of dishonest aggrandizement had 
collapsed and the power to frustrate him 
had fallen into the hands of men who could 
not be bought. As he went, an orderly rode 
up and asked, " Where is Lieutenant At- 
well ? " 

" Here," said Douglas. 

" The commanding officer presents his com- 
pliments, sir, and says that explosives will be 
here in half an hour. He directs you to be- 
gin Work at once without further instruc- 
tions." 

The orderly saluted and left, and Douglas 
at once laid his plans for the work of demoli- 
tion. His heart beat furiously as he watched 
the fire and looked at his watch. The bank- 
ing building in front of which he stood would 
be in half au hour exactly on the dividing 
line between the portion of the city to be 
abandoned and the portion to be saved. If 
saved Benedict would no doubt secure au- 
thority to place the papers before the court 
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and continue the prosecution of Mr. Dryden 
and hifl associates. In that event Westmore- 
land, hy his genius for evading the require- 
ments of the law, might win his case and con- 
tinue a conspicuous character in the political 
graft of the city, but Benedict had not ap- 
peared and in half an hour he would be too - 
late. If the building was destroyed the evi- 
dence which Benedict sought as well as the 
whole structure on which Westmoreland had 
built his career would vanish within a few 
hours. 

Bat these considerations must not enter 
into the decision as to what was to be done. 
There was a plain duty to the city to be ful- 
filled without regard to the parties to be bene- 
fited or injured. The point at which the 
city was to be abandoned to destruction 
must be fixed by the progress made by the 
flames when the explosive arrived — nothing 
else. 

Douglas walked away from the building, 
watch in hand and waiting for the moment 
to arrive. As he stood eagerly watching the 
up-leaping flames envelop another building, 
he heard the patter of running feet and 
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glanced over his shoulder to see Roland Mc- 
Grew approaching. 

" Lieutenant," said he, " I have been over 
to tell Miss Dryden about the fire — where it 
was, and she came back with me and wanta 
to see you. She is right over there." 

Douglas stood uncertain. Was this to be 
another plea for the protection of the inter- 
ests at stake? It seemed so, and a feeling of 
anger and annoyance swept over him, yet 
courtesy demanded that he comply with the 
request. 

He turned and followed Roland across the 
street and to the vestibule of a wrecked build- 
ing a tittle removed from the main thorough- 
fare but BtiU within sight of the roaring 
Barnes. There stood Alice leaning against a 
marble pillar amid the ruins of this once 
beautiful building. It was broad daylight 
and the anxious city was astir, eager to 
know what might be the outcome of the 
coming fight by the army along the posi- 
tion chosen for resisting the progress of the 
flame. 

" Good-morning," said Alice sweetly, but 
she drew back at sight of the young of- 
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leer who waa clearly on the verge of col- 
lapse. 

" How tired and worn out you are. I am 
ashamed to disturb you, but I feel I must." 
Her eyes filled with a look of anxiety as she 
went on. " Roland McGrew haa been with 
me these two terrible days, and I have learned 
a great deal from him I never knew before. 
I cannot tell you what a strain it has been. 
For papa's sake I asked him to keep me in- 
formed of the progress of the fire and I knew 
always what was happening. From papa I 
learned all the details of this case and what 
it meant to me and to him if he were to fail 
in his plana. But I came to know that papa's 
good name — his honesty, in fact — would be 
compromised if this case came to trial. He 
will be charged with bribery and corruption 
of such character as would disgrace him — 
and me. I shrink from It, Mr. Atwell. You 
can understand what it would be to have 
your own father's name dishonored, and now 
the chance is coming to save papa. You will 
do it, Mr. Atwell ; I know you cannot re- 
fuse." 

Douglas felt his temples throb as be lis- 
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tened, and believed be mast refuse, but she 
went on. 

" All the papers in connection with this 
case are in the Shelton, Ix>ve & Co. Banking 
House and not in the safe or vaults. The 
people concerned held a meeting there the 
night of the earthquake, and as all the 
vaults and safes were locked up when they 
left the papers were placed in a desk to 
be taken out the next morning. When 
the crash came, Mr. Love left the city. He 
seized this opportunity to break his con- 
nection with the case and to throw all re- 
sponsibility upon papa — and papa must be 
saved." 

Far up the street sounded the rattle of a 
field artillery caisson and Douglas saw with a 
start that the expected explosives were ap- 
proaching. Alice saw too and seizing Douglas 
by the sleeve, she cried, " Don't go, don't go 
till you promise that you will let the bank 
burn. If it burns papa will lose his fortune, 
will lose everything, but he will save bis 
name and bis honor. He let me decide for 
him. I decide, and I beg that you let the 
bank burn. The money deposited is safe in 



c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 



376 A WEST POINT 

the vaolts. No harm can come to it or to de> 
positors, hut the papers are exposed vhich 
disgrace my father. Yoa saved him from 
death in the hotel, save him now from dis- 
honor." 

Douglas had turned his face away. His 
hands were behind his back, and bis eyes 
were fixed upon the leaping flames which 
moved steadily onward toward the banking 
house about which the interests of the Drydens 
were centered. 

He had expected to hear Alice plead again 
for the protection of the millions which would 
contribute to her position in society and in- 
crease her magnificent fortune, but to his 
astonishment, he heard her plead for the de- 
struction of it all for the preservation of an 
ideal. 

On came the caissons thundering over the 
warped and bulging streets and Douglas stood 
mute, fascinated by the revelation which had 
come to him. 

He felt the girl's icy fingers close upon his 
hand with a trembling touch, and then as a 
sergeant of artillery dismounted and ap- 
proached, she dropped her hands by her 
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sidea, her eyes shining like stars in a clear 
sky. 

"Sergeant," said Douglas, as he glanced at 
his watch and then at the rolling columns of 
smoke, " take the explosives to that corner 
and get ready for immediate work. Let that 
block containing the bank burn. I will show 
you where to begin demolitions in a moment." 

There had been ten minutes' delay in the 
arrival of explosives. It was too late to save 
the banking house. Westmoreland had lost 
and so had Benedict. Had the caisson arrived 
ten minutes earlier Douglas would not have 
consented to save the bank and with it the 
evidence against Mr. Dryden, but some one 
had delayed. The bank must bum, yet he 
had never faltered in his duty. 

As the sergeant sprang back into the saddle, 
Douglas turned to the girl with the future 
pictured in his eyes. He took her unresisting 
hands in his and said, " I never knew you be- 
fore, Alice. Is it really true ? " 

She looked up at him with the tears spark- 
ling on her eyelids. 

" It has been true for years, Douglas," she 
said softly ; " we needed an earthquake, though. 
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to bring it about." She dashed away the tears. 
"But did you hear about Rory?" 

" No, what has happened to Rory 7 " 

"Gertrude," said Alice. 
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